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HER GRACE THE DUTCHESS OF 


DEVONSHIRE. 


Y_ 


Non perch io creda biſognar miei carmi 

A chi ſe ne fa copia da ſe fieſſa; 

Ma fol per ſatisfare a queſto mio 

Cha ho d onorarla e di lodar diſio. 
 ARIosTo, Canto xxxvii. 


HE Great and Fair, in every age and clime, 

Receive free homage from the Sons of 
Rhyme :. 

Bend, ye ambitious Bards, at Grandeur's ſhrine | 

Be Power your patron | Wit and Beauty mine {— 

To thee, whom elegance has taught to pleaſe 

By ſerious dignity, or ſportive eaſe ; 

Whom Virtue hails, at Pleaſure's feſtive rites, 

Chaſte Arbiter of Art's refin'd delights : | 

To thee, fair Dzvon | I breathe this votive ſtrain; 

Nor dread th' averted ear of proud Diſdain : 

For O, if muſic has not bleſt my lyre, 

A lovdlier ſpirit of th' ætherial choir, 


a2 Joy- 
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Joy-breathing Gratitude, that hallow'd gueſt, 
Who fires with heavenly Zeal the human breaſt, 
Bids my weak voice her ſwelling note prolong, 
And conſeerate to thee her. tributary ſong. 222 
When firſt my anxious Muſe's fav rite child, 
Her young SERENA, artleſs, ſimple, wild, 
Preſum'd from privacy's fafe ſcones to fy, n 
And met in giddy haſte the public eye; 
Thy generous praiſc her trembling youth ſuſtain'd, 
The ſmile ſhe dar'd not aſk, from thee ſhe gain'd ; 
And foung a guardian in the gracious DRV, 
Kind as the regent of her fancied heaven 
The flatter d Muſe, whoſe offspring thou halt bleſt, 
| In the fond pride that rules a parent's breaſt, | 
Prefents thas boldly to thy kind embrace 
| „This little group of her ſucceeding race. 
| Viet! if by pathos true to Nature's law, 
From thy foft beſom they-may haply draw: - 
| Thoſe tender fighs, that eloqueritly ſhew 
The virtues of the heart From Rey tore? 
Bleſt 1 if by wibles humoroufly hit 
In the light ſcenes that ait ut Comic wit, 
They turn thy penſive charms to mirthful gtace, 
And -wile'the ſprighty Tweetneſs of thy face? 
While thus the ptoud Enthuſiaſt would afpire = 
Te hahys thy beauties with her changing Iyre; 3 | 
Much as the wants the ralent and the right, 
To ſhew 1 tarkous charmb! in varied liche 
qo Wan ths 109 N | — Omigbt 
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O might the Muſe, intruding on thy bower, 
From her fair Patron catch the magic power 
Frequent to meet the public eye, and ſtill 
That fickle eye with fond amazement fill! 
Let her, if this vain wiſh is loſt in air, 
Breathe from her grateful heart a happier prayer! 
Howe'er her different fables may give birth 
To fancied woe, and viſionary mirth; _ 
May all thy griefs belong to Fiction's reign, 
And wound thee only with a pleaſing pain ! 
May thy light ſpirit, on the ſea of life, 
Elude the rocks of care, the guſts of ftrife, 
And ſafely, as the never-finking buoy, 
Float on n th . flood of real joy 


1 4 ; 
January 29, 1784. pn . 
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S the following Plays were intended only 
for a private theatre, I have been tempted 
by. that circumſtance to introduce a kind of no- 
velty into our language, by writing three comedies 
in rhyme, though the Comic Muſe of our country 
has been long accuſtomed to expreſs herſelf in 
proſe, and her cuſtom has the ſanction of ſettled 
precept, and ſucceſsful example. The Antiqua- 
rian, indeed, may remind me that Gammer Gur- 
ton's Needle, one of the earlieſt of our old plays, 
with other comic productions of that rude period, 
was writen in rhyme; and poſſibly ſome faſtidious 
enemies of that Gothic jingle, as they affect to 
call it, may conſider the preſent Publication as no- 
thing more than a relapſe into the moſt barbarous 
mode of dramatic compoſition. . 
For the boldneſs of an attempt, which has no 
modern precedent to plead in its behalf, ſome apo- 
logy may be due to the Public. 
In the firſt place, I beg it may not be ſuppoſed, 
that by writing a comedy in rhyme, I mean to con- 


ay 
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vey an indirect cenſure on the contrary practice. 
excellent comedies in proſe, with which our lan- 
guage is enriched. I am very far from entertain 
ing a wiſh to overturn the ceremonial which the 
Comic Muſe of England has eſtabliſhed; but I 
hope to find our country as much a friend to tole- 
leration in the forms of literature, as in thoſe of 
religion. The cuſtom of other enlightened: nati- 
ons, both ancient and modern, may be pleaded on 
this oecafion in behalf vf verſe... — in 
His play ef the Clouds, feems to pride himſelf on 
His peetry. Arioſts having written two comedies 
In- profe,” evtivereed them both into metre: at a ma- 
rufer peried of His life; and Moltere, the unrival- 
Jed Walter ef me French comic - theatre, hb has 
Written adivirably beth in .profe and thyme, ie, 1 
think, moſt admirable, and moſt 8 when 
"Ke 6dNeres c the latter. 50 
* . « comedy in Eajglith 
| hiya, dur langue ſeerns to offer an advantage, 
' Which the French poet did not enjoy: The Comic 
Muſe of France has chiefly-confined herſelf to that 
Kructare ef verſe, which delongs equally to her 
Trage Siſter, In de pdetry of bur nation, this 
particular meaſure is apprepriated to fportive ſub- 
Jecke, and trough hitherto not ufed in Comedy, it 
- pbfeſſts- to an Englih ear a very comic ct. 
That it is highly caculated for poems of wit and 
- putficnr, we have a ſtriking proof in thatznoſt ex- 
Juiſte production e Bath Guide. How far it 
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may ſucceed. through the ried ſeenes of an Eng- 
lich play, experiments only can determine- As 
fame. readers, on the firſt ſight: of a comedy in 
rhyme, may haſtily ſuppoſe that the faſhion and the 
materials of the works are borrowed from the The- 
atre of France, I think it proper to declare, in 
juſtice to the writers of that country, that they 
are by no means anſwerable for any defects which 
may be found in theſe dramatic performances. I 
am not conſcious of having borrowed a ſingle cha- 
racter ot ſituation from any eqmie writerwhatſoever, 
either foreign or domeſtic . The firlt of the three 
comedirs, contained in the preſent Publication, was 
founded on a real anecdote related to me by an in: 
timate friend, who, : concealing the names. of the 
parties, mentioned their ludicrous adventure as 2. 
new and tempting ſubject for the Comic Muſe.--- 
The plan of the fecond aroſe in the mind of its aus 
thor, from his rematking the various effects of 
Connoiſſeurſnip in different characters. An attach» 
ment to the ſine arts, which is allowed to reine 
and ſtrengthen the virtues of a manly and a gene- 
rous ſpirit, has. perhaps a peculiar | tendency not 
only to ſhew, but do increaſe che narrownels-of 2 
vain and feeble mind; and if ſuch à tendency. ex- 
iſts, it is the province of a cumie writer to coun- 
medy in this collection is to laugh at two diſtinct 
and country the affectation of refined ſentiment, 
and the eee of pewpeur-and - pedantic: ext 

| | JO 
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preflion. I proteſt however againſt perſonal appli i- 
cation : and, to guard againſt it, let me declare, 
that᷑ this ridicule is levelled, not at the great and 
reſpectable Veteran in the field of literature, whoſe 
phraſes may ſometimes be borrowed: by a character 
in the play; but at the nameleſs and ſervile herd of 
his awkward imitators.---Vigor and originality of 
thought give a ſanction to the pomp and-peculiarity 
of his language. If ſingularities of ſtyle are united 
wich genius and moral excellence, they are properly 
regarded with a partial reſpect; but when theſe ſin- 
pularities are prepoſterouſly. copied, and ſeem to 
prevail as a faſhion, they become, I apprebands vn Ve- 
3 fair ſubjects of ſportive ſatire. 

When I reflect what long and eſtabliſhed preju- 
dice a rhyming play muſt encounter hen I re- 
member that even Dryden himſelf, the moſt able 
advocate, and the greateſt maſter of rhyme in our 
language, has expreſsly condemned the uſe of it in 
comedy -I am alarmed at the hardineſs of my at- 
tempt; but when I recollect that time, the moſt 
the miſtake of that immortal Poet, in recommend - 
ing the uſe of rhyme in Engliſh Tragedy, I am 
inelined to hope that he might be equally miſtaken 
in ſuppoſing it utterly unſuited to our Comic Muſe. 
It may be urged indeed, with great truth, that a 
comedy in rhyme cannot be ſo cloſe a copy of Na- 
ture as a comedy in proſe, the latter adhering to the 
very language of common life. But from a ſiſter- 
art we W borrow, at leaf 2 plauſible argument in 
| _ favour 


FN RF & GN * 


favour of Poetry, on the preſent: occaſion. The 

great maſter, who has deſcanted ſo happily on the 
principles of Painting, obſerves with great propri- 
ety, in one of his diſcourſes, that we are not al- 
ways pleaſed with the moſt abſolute poſſible re- 
& ſemblance of an imitation to its original. object: ; 
* caſes may exiſt, in which ſucha reſemblance may 
ec be even diſagreeable. I ſhall only obſerve, that 
56: the effect of figures in wax-work, though: cer- 
ec tainly a more exact repreſentation than can be 
«. giyen by painting or ſculpture, isa ſufficient 
«© proof that the pleaſure we receive from -imitation 
<« js not increaſed merely in proportion as it ap- 
c proaches to minute and detailed reality: we 
ce are pleaſed, on the contrary, by ſeeing ends 
6. anſwered by ſeeming inadequate means“. 
On theſe principles, which perhaps are equally 
juſt in the two kindred arts, a comedy in rhyme 
may be ſtill more entertaining than a comedy, of 
equal merit in other points, which confines itſelf 
to proſe; and a critic who exclaims againſt the un- 
natural effect of a rhyming dialogue, may as juſtly 
cenſure a portrait on canvaſs, becauſe it is not ſo 
exact a copy of life, as an image of coloured wax. 

In both caſes the artiſt, whether painter or poet, 
may be juſtly called a true and a pleaſing copier of 
Nature, if he preſerves as high a degree of reſem- 
n as bis n . imitation . e, and 


* Sir hoe, neun Diſcourſe of December 1782. 
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rr 
embelliſhes his work with the attractive and almoſt 
indiſpenſable graces of eaſe, ſpirit, and freedom. 

It is aid by Voltaire of theatrical compoſition in 
re genres font bons hors le genre 

< ennuyeux.”” If the preſent comedies fall not 
within the clafs which that lively Writer has fo 
juſtly proſcribed, the Author may be allowed to 
lors: —— ——ů — — 
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LADY RELIEVED FROM HER LOVERS: 


A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 
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SIR NICHOLAS ODDFISH, 
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Enter Sir Nicholas in debate 115 Mrs. Felix and Selina. 


Mas. Favix- - 

2 A T A — declaration [—it gives me 12 
ſpleen; 
But tis what good Sir Nicholas never can mean. 
Six NicuoLas. | 
Not mean it, fair Lady l—by Jupiter, yes! 
And my project you 'll ſee will be crown'd with fucceſs ; 
I am joyous myſelf, and tis ever my plan 
To give thoſe l love all the joy that I can. 
Mus. FzIIx. 
We own it—but j joy is like diet, dear Couſin, 
One palate mayn't reliſh what pleaſes a dozen; 
Nor will I allow that my appetite's vicious, 
If pln I don't like, what you think moſt delicious. 
B 


Six 
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a Six NickolAsG. 
. dainty diſtinQions - but can I believe 
That a woman e'er lived fince the wedding of Eve, 
Whoſe heart (tho' moſt coyly her head might be mT} 
Did not fervently wiſh to be ſpeedily married ? 
Not to wound your nice ears with the name of defires 
Which youth renders lovely, and nature inſpires, 
Your ſex, from its weakneſs, demands a defender, 
Whom pride and affeQion make watchful and tender ; 
And if my fair Coz 18 no hypocrite grown, 
The truth of my maxims you'll honeſtly own; 
While the wars from your arms the brave Colonel detain, 
Is the want of a huſband the ſource of no pain? 
Mas. Felix. 
There, idk, you have touch'd me a little too near, 
My Soldier, you know, to my ſoul is moſt dear, 
1 own—and my frankneſs you never will blame, 
Fd N his preſence with ought but his . 
SI NicaoIlAsS. 
Well ſaid, thou dear, honeſt, and 3 wife ; 3 
For thy truth may good angels ſtill watch o' er his life, 
And while others the rough field of ſlaughter are treading, 
Send him home full of glory, to dance at our weeding | 
For a wedding we ll have to enliven us all, 
And Hymen's bright. altar ſhall warm the old hall. 
For my Niece ere I die tis my wiſh to provide, 
And ere two months are paſt I wwilf ſee her a bride. 
I'm refoly'd—and you know that my neighbours all er. 
Sir Nicholas Qddfſh will have his own: ** 593 8 7 
Mas. FzLIx. | 
Selina, dearbic; wants uo other proteftion, b | 
While her. life glides in peace by your gentle direQion, 5 
She thinks, and, I own, I:approve ber remark,” 
In conjugal cares tis too foon to mbar 5 k 
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Her boſom untouch'd by Love's dangerous dart, 
Fate hes not yet ſhewn her the man of her heart. 
Sis NichoLAs. 

The man a of her heart!—theſe nonſenſical fancies 
You light-headed females pick out of romances. 
That I am no tyrant you know very well, 
So Couſin don't teach my good Niece to rebel 
I am no greedy guardian, who thinks it his duty 
On the altar of Plutus to ſacrifice beauty; 
Whoſe venal barbarity, juſtly abhorr dz. 
Ties a lovely young girl to an old crippled lord, 
And baſely, to gain either rank or eſtate, 
Makes her ſwear ſhe will love, what ſhe cannot but winch. . 
From ſuch a protector Heaven guard my dear Niece 
I wiſh her to wed that her joys may increſm 
And the deuce muſt be in the ſtrange girl who diſcovers 
No man to her mind in ſuch plenty of lovers. 
To no very great length will my cruelty run, 
If from twenty: admirers I bid her caſe one. 

8 Mas. Farix lth nt fo 92h 
But why, dear Sir Nicholas, "why — ber 

55 Six Nicgon as. 
Tis thas — my 1 8 
With the falſe names of hurry and precipitation, 1 
Becauſe I abhor filly procraſtination nn 
That thief of delight, who deludes all our ſenſes, 
Who cheats us for ever with idle pretences, 
By whom, like the dog in the fable, betray'd;, - + 
We let go the ſubſtance to ſnap at the ſhade. 
To ſeize preſent Time is the true Art of Likes © T5 
Tis Time who now cries, make Selina a Wife! 
The ſeaſon is come, I've ſo long wiſh'd to ſee 
From the moment I dandled her firſt on my hikes: | 
She, you know, to my care was bequeath'd by my Brather, | 
And having this Child, I ne'er wiſh'd for another: 


B 2 Thro' 
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Thro' life I have kept myſelf ſingle for herrn 
Her intereſt, her joy, to my own I prefer. 
SELINA, 
Your kindneſs, dear Sir, I can never repay. 
StR Nicholas. 

In truth, my dear damſel, you eaſily may; 

I demand no return ſo enormouſly great; 

I aſk but a Boy to poſſeſs my eſtate. 

 DBLINA. 

Lord, Uncle, how come ſuch odd chonghts in your! head ? 

"3,5. Mas, Faux. 

From his heart, I aſſure you— 'tis pleaſantly ſaid; 

A fair ſtipulation—both parties agreed, 

'The compact, I truſt, in due time will ſucceed; 

But patience, dear Knight, you will have your . 

Nor wait oy long for a young little Squire. 

J of Ef 

The cold Groans of Patience ne'er creeps in my „ | 

But the wiſh my heart forms my quick ſpirit attains. 

I'm none of your chill atmoſpherical wretches, _ 

Whoſe affeQions are ſubjeR to ſtarts and to catches; 

Whoſe with, like a weather- cock, veering about, 
> Now turns towards hope, and now changes to doubt: 

No, mine, like the needle without variation, $34 

Only looks to one point, and that point's Fa. 

I want to behold this young Urchin ariſe, 

Before I have loft or my legs or my n 

That I may enjoy all his little vagarie s, 

As the changeable ſeaſon of infancy varies. 9 2 

J long to be moulding his heart and his ſpirit, 

To ſhew him the fields he is born to inherit: 

Lead him x rich rn while ay" limbs ard yet 

r i; 
Ay, lth young rogue, fn I've m nurs ured ups ander; | 
b That 
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That when the worn thread of my life is untwiſted, 
He long may remember that I have exiſted: 
And when my old frame in our monument reſts, 
As he walks by my grave with a few worthy gueſts, 
He thus to ſome warm-hearted friend may addreſs him, 
Here lies my odd, honeſt, old Uncle—God bleſs ny 
Mas. Flix. 
Thank Heaven, dear Couſin, your hale conſtitution 
She ws not the leaſt ſign of a near diſſolution. 
| SELINA, 
To make your life happy, whate'er the condition, 
Has been, my dear Uncle, my higheft ambition; 
To fulfil. every wiſh that your fancy can frame, 
Still is, as it ought to be, ever my aim : 
But if by your voice I am doom'd to the altar, 
With terror and pain my weak accents muſt falter, 
Unleſs my kind ſtars a new lover ſhould ſend me, 
Unlike all the ſwains who now deign to attend me. 
| Six NicuoLas.- 
Nice wench ! do- Jos: want t the whole world to adore | 
vou? , 

Would youhaveall the m men of the n rang'd befots you? 
For thanks to your charms, and to fortune's kind bounty, 
You may rank in your train all the youth of our county, 
And chuſe whom you will; if the man has but worth, 
And is nearly your equal in wealth and in birth, 
I give my conſent—you are free from reſtriQion ; 
But I will not be plagu'd with perverſe contradifton. 
I will ſee you-wed without any delay: | 
| Your two fitteſt lovers are coming to- day; 

Young Sapphic, whoſe verſes delight all the fair,” 
And Dicky Deciſive, Sir Jacob's next heir: LY. 
Both young and both wealthy, both comely and Given: 
To gain you, no douht, each will warmly endeavour ; A 


For 
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For they come for a month, by my own invitation, 
On purpoſe to ſound my dear girl's inclination: 
I have ſaid. to them both, and no man can ſpeak fairer, 
Let him, who can pleaſe her moſt, win her and wear ſe 
S SELINA, afide to Mrs. Felix. 
Good angels defend me ! 
| Mas. FzLix. 
.__ {ſee nothing frightful : 
Our _ with ſuch gueſts muſt be very delightful: 
When Sapphic's ſoft verſes incline us to doſe, | 
Dick will keep us awake with ſatirical proſe. 
| Six NicHoLas. | 
Don't croſs me, 1 ſay! nor miſlead my good Niece! 
By Jove, if ſhe thwarts me with any caprice, 07 
Like a certain old juſtice I'll ring up my maids, 
And marry the firſt of the frank-hearted jades ; 
For perverſe contradiction I never will bear, 
But provide for myſelf a more dutiful ** 
Mus. Fzi1x. 
Dear Couſip, in ſpite of his worſhip's decifion, 
You cannot be certain of ſuch a pred 5 
Attempts of that nature are. ſubje& to fail. 
__ * SIR NigBQLaAs. 
My * you. ſhall ſee, Madam, always prevail: 
For if this nice Gipſy,. by Four machination, 3 
Declines every offer, to give me vexation, 
Like my late jolly neigbbour, Sir Timothy Trickum, 
Who vindiQively married the frail Molly Quickum, 
Pl make ſure of the matter, and chuſe me a wife, 
With an heir ready plac'd, on the threſhold * life: 
For, as I have ſaid, tho a-foe to reſtriction, 
I never will ſuffer. perverſe contradiQtion.  _. F 
You now know my mind, which no maſk ever covers, | 
90 . and prepare to receive Net two lovers. 
Exit. 
Mas. 
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Mas. Fe11x. 
Go thy way, thou ſtrange mixture of ſenſe and of blind - 
- . hes! 
A model at once of cles * kindneſs, 
Thy will, thou odd compound of goodneſs and whim, 
Is a ſtream, againſt which it is treaſon to lein, 3 
Yet we muſt croſs the current— 
SELINA, 
Dear Coulin y how! 
Direct oppoſition be will not allow: 
What can you deviſe as a plan of prevention ? 
How divert his keen ſpirit from this new intention? 
I had much rather die than be ever united 
To one of the lovers, hat he has invited: 
My heart has a thorough averſion to both: 
Yet to make him unhappy I'm equally loth; 
When 1 think what 1'owe'to his tender protection, 
The worſt of all ils 1 is to loſe his affection. 
| Mas. FELIX. 
Dear Girl, your warm gratitude gives you new : 
"Tis an amiable fear, which your boſom alarms, 
And I from your Uncle's quick humour would ſcreen you, 
Not looſen the bands of affection between you. 
He merits your love, and you know he has mine ; 
Vet we ſomehow muſt baffle his haſty deſign, 
Nor ſuffer his whim thus to make you a Wife, 
To repent the raſh buſineſs the reſt of his life. 
Take courage | kind Chance may aſſiſt e 
| ee een ' 

1 Aobbt i it, 
Vet Heaven knows how we ſhall manage without it; 
For when his heart's ſer on a favourite ſcheme, 
His ardor and | haſte, as you know, are extreme, | 
Like a med'cine ill: timꝰd oppoſition is vain, 
And inflames the diſorder twas meant to reſtrain. 5 

8 ES RS, 
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Ms. Felix. 


im his fevers indeed there is no intermiſſion : 


And thanks, gentle Coz! to your ſoft diſpoſition ! 
So ſweet and compliant your temper has been, 
You have taught him to think contradiction a ſin ; 
And here all around him confirm that belief, 


His vaſſals all bow to the nod of their chief, 


Here ſhut from the world in this rural n 
No mortal oppoſes his will or opinion; 
And thus he is ſpoil'd—Politicians all ſay, 
Human nature's not faſhion'd for abſolute ſway. 
SELINA. FA 
Tis true, *tho' the world, as you ſay, think him odd, 


In this ſphere he is held a diminutive god: 


And when I behold how his fortune is ſpent, 

In ſuppreſſing vexation, and ſpreading content; 

When I hear all the poor his kind bounty expreſſing, 

And thoroughly know how he merits their bleſſing,  -- 

My feelings with theirs in his eulogy. join, OF 

And confeſs, that his nature is truly divine. 
Mas. Felix. _ 

Thou excellent Girl! if ſuch fondneſs and neal -. 

For a warm-hearted, whimſical Uncle you feel, 

With what fine ſenſations your boſom will glow, 


What tender attachment your temper will ſhew, 


When your fortunate lord Love and Hymen inveft 
With higher dominion o'er that gentle breaſt! 


But tell me, dear Coufin—be honeft—declare, 


Has no young ſecret ſwain form'd an intereſt there? 
I ſuſpect—but don't let my ſuſpicion affright you, 
Tho the good Knight's rare virtues amuſe and delight you, 
From this gloomy old hall you would with to get free, | 
Had not Cupid preſerv d you from feeling ennui; 
Come tell me the name of the favourite 5 8 

I am ſure 1 guels right, 


SELINA. 
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SELINA. 
No, in ſad ſober truth 

I never have ſeen in the courſe of my life, 
A mortal to- lags! I ſhould chuſe to be wife. 
| Mus. Felix. | 

Ye 4 * a pity !—1 wiſh I could learn 
That my Colonel from India would ſhortly return, 
Both for your ſake and mine; for our preſent diſtreſs 
He would ſpeedily turn into joyous ſucceſs ; 
As his regiment muſt ſome young hero afford, 


W ho might throw at your feet both himſelf and his ſword.” | 


What lay you, my dear, to a ſoldier? 
Enter Jenny. 

Jenny. | 

Oh! Madam, 

Here's young Mr. Seprhie - vow, if I had them, 

Td give fifty pounds had you ſeen how politely 

He beg'd me to tie a ſweet noſegay up tightly, 

Which i is jol ted to pieces—well, he's a ſweet beau; 

And now with his pencil he's. writing below, 

believe 'tis a poly, he writes it ſo neatly, 


And I'm ſure tis fine verſe, Ma am it ſounded ſo es : 


Mrs. Felix. 
Oh charming ! his vows will be very ſublime, 
And I truſt we ſhall hear his propoſals in rhyme. | 
SELINA. 
How can you, dear Couſin, fo cruelly jeſt in 
A buſineſs you know I am really diſtreſt in? 
I ſhall certainly forfeit my Uncle's pride” 


For I never can wed where I feel no Helios. 
Do help me. 8 


Vas. FgLIx. 


Good Girl, this perplexity e 
And think your two lovers will baniſh each other: 
There's much to be hop'd from our preſent affairs. 


-- Junny, 


* 
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Jenny. | I. 
o. Ma'am, Mr. n is coming up ſlairs. 
(Afide as ſhe goes out. 
I am mightily pleas'd. with this marrying ns. 4808 
And 1 hope in my 2 that he Il be the man. Exit. 
Sarrnice. | 
'Fair i Ladies the moments have ſeem d to be hours, 
While I ſtopt in your hall to adjuſt a few flowers: 
For the ſeaſon, I'm told, they 're uncommonly "2 3 
But I ftill wiſh the tribute more worthy the ſhrine. 
[Boing and preſenting them to Selina- 
. BELINA, 
Mr. Sapphic i is always extremely polite : | 
Theſe roſes, indeed, are a wonderful fight; - 
You are far better floriſts than we are. 5 
Mus. Faria. 
e der,, 
Mr. Sapphic has magic to make them.appear, 90 
And Flora is brib d by the ſongs he compoſes 
To produce for her poet extempore roſes ; ... .. 
Into this early bloom all her plants are bewitch'd 
But you do not obſerve how the gift is inrich d, 
Here's a border of verſe, if my eyes don't deceive me. 
| Sin, aſide to Mrs, Feli. 
Dear Couſin you'll read it.—1 pray you relieve me 3 
I ſhall bluſh like a fool at each civil expreſſion. 
| Mrs. Fziix, afide to Selina, taking the paper. 
Now with emphaſis juſt and with proper diſcretion. 
f (Mrs. Felix reads. 2 
Fe happy flowers give and receive perfume 
As on Selina's fragrant breaſt ye bloom: 
From earth, tho' not arrang'd in order nice, 
** Ye are tranſplanted into Paradiſe ; 
Af on that ſpot ye languiſh into death, , 
4 *T will be from envy of her ſweeter breath. of * 
| is 


is a delicate compliment, tender and pretty, 
What original ſpirit! how graceful and witty! 
*  Sayenic. 
Dear Ma'am, you're too good to find any thing i in it, 
"Tis a mere haſty trifle the work of a minute: 
On the anvil I had not a moment to hammer, 
AndI feat, } in my hafte [ have finn'd againſt ene 
"Mss. Feri1x. 
All fight imperfeQions I never regard | 
When I meet with ſuch vigor of thought ina bard, 


With a fancy fo brilliant— 
Sar RI. 


O! Ma'am, you're too kind ; 
But candor 's the teft of an amiable mind. 
I wiſh that your taſte all our Critics might guide, 
To ſoften that rigor with which they decide. 
r 

From Critics, dear Sir, you have little to fear. 
If Mr. Decifive himſelf had been here, 
He muſt have been charm'd with this ſweet jeu L eſprit, 
Which, as he is coming to-day, he ſhall ſee. WS 
I am eager to hear how his wit will applaud it: 85 1 
To concen it would be of due praiſe to defraud 1.1 475 

Sarrnic. Ne 5 
In Merey's name, Ladies, I beg your protection, 


L£% 


Preſerve my poor rhymes ; from De 8 inſpeBtied 3: * 1 55 EE 
Conſider how haſty— | R 

Mus. FgLix. q „ 

Sap rather how fprightly— 3 

SAPPHIC, 
Compos'd i in a moment— _ 
0s Mas. Pitt | 
8 Produ d fo politely! 
| brate: 

He'll cut them to atom 
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Mas. 
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Mas. Felix. 
Dear Fir, he's your friend, 
And 1 thought he had ſeen all the poems you pen'd: 
I was told that to him your long works you rehearſe | 
Does Mr. Deciſive himſelf write in verſe? 35 
Sarr nice. 
I wiſh from my ſou} that he did now and then; 


14 


But be uſes the pen-knife much more than the pen, 


And too freely has ſla ſh'd all who write in the nation, | 
To give them an opening for retaliation. 


My old friend Deciſive has honour and wit; 


To the latter indeed, he makes moſt things ſubmit ; 
Aud thinks it fair ſport, as a friend or a foe, 
To knock down a Bard by a flaming bon mot. 


To your ſex indeed his chief failings I trace; 


For the fair- ones ſo flatter d his figure and * | 
That too early he ceas d the chaſte Muſes to follow, 
And being Adonis, -would not be Apollo. PR 
Mas. Felix. 
Yet he has much , 
SarrnIie. 
| O, Madam, no doubt, 
And genius that ſtudy would ſoon have brought out. 
Had his thoughts been leſs turn'd to his legs and his looks, 
Ere this he d have written ſome excellent books: 
"Tis pity ſuch parts ſhould thro” indolence fall ; 
But he never compoſes, and reads not at all. 
SELINA. 


Not read, Mr. Sapphic! you ſurely miſtake ; 


Your friend cannot be an illiterate rake: 
Our neighbours, who lately from London came down, 


Declare, that his word forms the taſte of the town ! | 


| SAPPHIC. 
Dear Madam, the buſineſs is eaſily done; 
He judges all authors, but never reads one. $25.24 
Mus. 
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Mas. Ferix. 
I'm 12 he muſt own this impromptu is ſweet, 


And I vow he ſhall read it— 


| Saypnic. | 
Dear Ma' am, I intreat, 
I conjure you to ſpare. me; this earneſt petition 
I know yob. will grant me— 
Mas. Fits. | 
On this one condition, 
That for ſix lines ſuppreſs'd you indulge me with twenty: 
Come, ſhew us your pocket-book—there you have pleaty 


£2 


Of tender poetical ſquibs for the Fair. 


SAPPHIC, taking out bis poclet- bool. 
Dear Ma am here is nothing. 
Mas. Felix. . - | 
A volume, I ſwear, 
O, charming ! ET now you tre an excellent man; 
'Tis ſtuff d like a pincuſhion— 
SAPPHIC, 
Ves, Ma'am— with bran. 
Mus. Ferlix. 
Fie, fie, you're too modeſt, and murder my meaning; 
What a harveſt is here l yet I aſk but a gleaning: 
It would not be fair to ſeize all the collection, 
Tho' all is moſt certainly worthy inſpection. 
Indulge us, dear Sir: come, I'Il take no refuſal. 
Sa I. 
Indeed, Ma'am, here 's nothing that's fit for peruſal. 
. 
There are fifty fine things, and one can't chuſe amiſs. 
Sarr nic, taking out a paper. 
Here's one new little ſong— . 
; ' Mxs FETLIx. 
| Well then, let me have this. 
SAPPHIC, 


* 
1 » 


1 mee. 


Sarrgic, after giving a paper. 
They all are fo jumbled, I feat J am wrong 15 
Imeant to have ſhewn you a new little 1 : 
Which was written laſt week on the ball at our races, 
Where I heard the Miſs Trotters compar'd to the Graces ; 
I could not help ſaying, twas very profane. 
It was taking the name of the Graces in vain. | 
Mus. FßLix reads. | 
« On ſeeing Selina and Jenny near * other in 
« the garden.” = by 
DAPPHIC. 
O — dear Madam, you muſt not read thoſe 1 
| Mas. Prlix. 


| | How fueetly irflows | 
Selina, pray hear it. 


SELINA, afide to Mas. Fzlix. 
Dear Couſin enough! 
How can you delight in this horrible ſtuff! 
_ Mxs. Fern x reads. 
« 'Tho' each in the fame garden blows... 
55: IBe poet muſt be crazy, . 
4 Who, when invited by the roſe, 
«© Can ſtoop to pick the daiſy,” 
'SeLixa, afide to Mas. Felix. 
3 you love me, dear Couſin, aſſiſt me, I pray, 
To end all this nonſenſe, and get him away.— 
Pray, Sir, when you came, was my Uncle below? 
| SAR. f 
He's abroad, e your ſetvant inform do me 
Serin. 5 
0 No! 
Vou have rk bel is fs building A temple to a 
And we hope that your taſte may embelliſh the plan: 
| At 
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At the end of the walk, in his favourite grove, 
Where there formerly ſtood an old ruin'd alcove, 
You'll find him; and as tis an art you are ſkill'd in, 
Twill phate him to know what you think of the building, 
Mas. Ferix. | 
* 4 Mr. Sapphic, inſpect what is done, 
For the workmen all blunder'd when firſt they begun 
Your r Im ſure will oblige the good Knight. 
SELINA. 
An inferipiion, 4 once faid, he wiſh'd you to write. 
| Sar Ric. 
Dear Madam I— the hint is delightful, I vow ; 
To the God of Arcadia I haſten to ho-: 
1 ſhall find the good Knight in the midſt of the dome; 
I am heartily glad that he is not from home. 
We ſhall ſurely compoſe ſomething clever between us, 
And the Muſe will compoſe by the order of Venus. 
[ Bevus tenderly to Selina, and Exit. 
SELINA, 
How could you ſo praiſe that impertinent creature? 
And praiſe him without diſcompoſing a feature !— 
I could not have thought, before this converſation, 
That your franknefs could turn into fuch adulation. 
Mxs. Fax. 
The World, my dear Child, is to you quite unknown; 
When you ſee it you'll find ſuch diſcourſe is the ton; 
Fine folks in high life learn to praiſe with great glee 
+ Such perſons and things as they ſicken to ſee. 
Jo me your beſt thanks for my ſpeeches are due 
By thus flattering the Poet, I'ſurely ſerve you; 
He will now play the Sky-lark inſtead of the Dove, 


And ſtun me with longs, while. you're lar d Won his 


love. 


IR 
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Enter Jenny. 
Jenny, 
Dear Mar am, now I hope Mr. Sapphic's quite bleft, | 
For he flies thro'. the walks like a bird to his neſt, — 
He's a fweet pretty gentleman. 
Mas. FeL1x, afide to Selina. | 
This, if I ſhew it, 
will "OM baniſh Jenny's regard for the poet : 
Jenny, fee what your friend Mr. Sapphic has written. 
Jenny. 
Dear Ma'am, with his verſes [ always am ſmitten; 
Having read the ſtanga.) 
A Daiſy indeed! to be ſure I am neat, 
| But tho I 'm a ſervant I hope I am ſweet, 
When he makes my young Miſtreſs a Roſe or a Lilly, 
He might turn me at leaſt to a Daffy-down-dilly. 
But a Daily, forſooth ! with no fragrance at all! 
Tu croſs him for this— 
SELINA. 
What's that noiſe in the hall? 
Jenny. ; 
As fure as I live 'tis your other gay Spark, 
For I faw a new chaiſe driving into the park. — 
II fee, Ma'am. 


3 


1 Afide going wy | 
Tl ſhew this fine Poet a trick 
"2 uy? ! that noone but children will pick. [Exit. 
| Mas. Felix. | 
This fimile Jenny I ſee cannot ſwallow, 
Aud her anger may ruin this ſon of Apollo; 
*Fori in courtſhip this maxim is often diſplay'd, 
He has half loſt the Miſtreſs who loſes the Maid. 


Enter 
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Enter Deciſive. 
| | Dxersive. 
Alone, my dear Ladies I- they told me below, 
Our friend Sapphic was here, your poetical Beay ; 
I was almoſt afraid that my ſudden intruſion | 
Might check the rich ſtream of ſome lyric effuſion. 
(To Selina) 
I'm happy to ſee you fo lovely to-day ; 
But hope I've not frighted your Poet away. 
| DELINA, | 
O no—Mr. Sapphic had bid us adieu— 
Mzs. FELIx. 
And not without ſaying ſome fine things of you: 
He declares, that with thoſe brilliant parts you poſſeſs, 
"Tis a fin you ne'er- owl any work to the preſs. 
 Decis1ve. 
Good ge beck truth *tis his comfort to think 
The whole duty of man lies in ſpilling of ink ; 
And at Paradiſe gate his large volumes of metre 
Will I boys be allow'd a fair paſs by Saint Peter. 
Mxs. FeLix. 
Then the Saint muſt be free from your critical ſpirit, 
For I know you have little eſteem for their merit; 
You 're a rigorous judge, and to poets terrific. 
Decrsive. 
I wiſh my friend's muſe was not quite ſo prolific: 
But in- rhymes when a child I have heard he would 
ſqueak, 
And ſo proved a poet before he could ſpeak ; 
On his death- bed, I doubt not, he'll till think of verſe, 
And groan out a rhyme to his doctor or nurſe. 
Mas. Ferix. 
I fancy your favourite reading is proſe ; 
Here's a new ſet of trayels, pray have you read thoſe ? 
Dzctr- 
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Decistvs, taking the book, 
This author is lucky to meet with a buyer : 
A traveller's but a foft word for a liar. 
Such works may pleaſe thoſe who have ne'er been abroad, 
But men, who have travell'd, perceive all the fraud. 
Ms. FzLix. 
Is the work ſo deceitful l it ſeems: you have read it + 
Dzcisivz. : 
Not a ſyllable, Madam— 
| Mas. Ferix. 
Pray who then has faid it! ? 
Decisave. 
Not a ſoul that I know—but ſuch books are a we. 
And ] perfectly know how thoſe volumes are e 
Mus. Ferax. 
Tis a work, I am told, that has great reputation 
Both for wit and for truth— 
Decisive.. 5 T6, 
Wie re a credulous nation — 
Mes. FeLix. | ; 
Pray what kicd of books are your favourite audy ? 
Decisivs. 
I find modern works only make the brain muddy, : 
As my friends grew by reading more awkward than wiſe, 
And ruia'd their perſons and clouded their eyes; 
J have wiſely reſoly'd not to read any more 
ns Since each living author is turn d to a lere. | 
Mas. FeLix. | 
How can you ſo waſte all your bright mental powers RES 
"Tis pity. you men have not ſuch works as ourg— | 
What d' ye ſay io my knotting? ? 
(Takes out ber work J 
De crvive. 
Your box wants a hinge. 
And I'll give you a much better N for fringe; 


I brought 
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I brought it from France. 
| Mas. Fen. 
Now I ſee, my good friend, 
There is no kind of work which your ſkill cannot mend: 
In all arts you poſſeſs a diſtinguiſhing head, 
From n a — to knogny a thread. 
| Deersive. 9 
A-propos of a temple—pray has the good Knight 
Rais'd his altar to Pan ?—he had fix d on the ſite. 
Is the ſtructure begun ?—l have not ſeen his plan— 
Mas. Ferix. 
Then haſten and pay your devotions to Pan. 
Sir Nicholas no in his veſtibule ſtands, 
To guide all his workmen and quicken their hands ; 
And Sapphic is gone to attend the good Knight, 
And try what inſcription his genius.can write. 
_ 7.7 
Poor Pan! by the Graces thou'rt left in the lurch; 
Thy temple will look like a trim pariſh church, 
With Sapphic's inſcriptions, like ſcraps of the Bible 
Put up, as the Church-wardens ſay, in a /ibel. 
Mas. FeLix. 4 5 
Indeed we much fear ſo—pray haſte to inf pet it, 
And exert all your exquiſite taſte to corre ĩt. 
Da cis iv. 
Ma'am I'll do what I can, for it puts me in wrath 
To ſee a fine temple diſgrac'd by a Goth,  [Exit. 
Mas. Feuix. E 
Well, my dear, your two Lovers, like true men of faſhion, 
Do not peſter you much with the heat of their paſſion : 
You'll be quite at youreaſe—thanks to Pan and the Muſe! 
Enter Jenny, baftily. 
Junny; © 
News! news! my dear Ladies, moſt excellent news 
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SELINA, 
The girl is quite wild ! 
Mas. Ferns. 
What tranſports you ſo, Jenny? 
Ja xxx. 


I've news for you, Madam, that's well worth a guinea : 
I have news from the Colonel 
Mas. Ferix. 
A letter! Where i is it? 
| Je NT. 
No, Ma- am, here's a ſtranger arrived on a viſit, 
And he comes from the place where the Colonel is fighting. 
| Ms. Feiix, 
And with letters for me ? 
| Jenny. 
Madam, that I'm not right i in; 
For I run from his man when I got half my ſtory ; 
But the Colonel, he ſays, is all riches and glory. 
Mxs. FgLIx. 
Dear gul that's enough ; through my life I ſhall feel 
Due regard for thy warm and affeQionate * 
But where 1 is this e 
* Jenny. 75 
Juſt valled to my Maſter. 
His poor man has met with a eruel diſaſter; > 
* was wounded in battle. | 
1 SELINA. i 
Pray treat him with care. 
In your joy, my dear Couſin, l argen gg N 
Mas: FZIIiIx. | 
This danse a jewel for you from the Eaſt; 
He's a Captain, [ hope, my dear Jenny, at leaſt. 
Jenny. _ 
Ah, Madam! my fancy ſuppoſed him 6 too; 
But. we re both in the wrong, and for Miſs he won 't do, 
For 
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For I learnt from his man he 1s only a DoQor. 

| Ms. Ferax. 
Poor Jon how ths difference of title has ſhock'd her! 
For my part I can't find by my reaſon or feeling, 
That the art of deſtroying excels that of healing : 
We may equally love the profeſſors of both.. 

„ han. 
That Miſs the ſhould marry a Doctor Pm loth. 
Mas. FELIx. 

Come, my dear, let us meet em ! can't reſt 4 
How ſlowly fly letters from hands that we love! 


End ef ACT I. 


CT MN 
SCENE I. 


Enter Jenny and Jonathan, 


Jenny. | 
OME, dear Mr. Jonathan, tell me the ao FTA 
An account of a battle I love to my ſoul ; 
There is nothing on earth I ſo truly delight in, 
As to hear a brave Soldier diſcourſe about fighting. — 
So the Colonel was wounded you ſay near the wall : 
Whereabouts was the ſhot ? Did he inſtantly fall ? 
JonaTaran. 
No; recoiling a little he ruſh'd on again, 
And fought like a lion, made fiercer by pain 
| - 2 Tho' 
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"Tho! a curſed keen arrow an Indian let fi. 
Pierc'd the bone of his cheek juſt below the HER 
"Twas a horrible wound! but it could not y__ him. 
| „ FRWNY\ <5 110 28 
O mercy! that ſuch a bard fate ſhould befall kim. 
Alas ! I'm afraid that his fine manly face | 
Muſt have loſt by the ſcar all its ſpirit and = 
Does he look very hideous ? 
| JonaTnan, | | 
No; thanks to my Maſter, 
You can' Wande perceive that he e er wore a — 
There never was known a more wonderful cure; 
But kind Heaven aſſiſts my good Maſter Im ſure; 
Without it the ſkill of no mortal could fave . 
The many brave lads he has kept from the grave. 
You would weep with delight to behold him ſurrounded 
With a hundred fine fellows once horribly wounded, 
Who with thanks for their lives are ſtill eager to greet him, 
And hail him with bleiſings whenever they meet bim. 
7 ENT. 
God nn him, ſay T, — the good he has doar's | 
And of thoſe he bas'fav'd Pin glad you ate one. 
JonaTHAN. 
Aye, twice he preſerv'd me when all thought me e dead, 
And once brought me off -at the riſque of his head. 
It was not his buſineſs to mix in the ſtrife, 


And ſome thought him mad when he ventur'd his life. 


To bring off a poor mangled ſoldier like me ; 

But I've ſtill a heart left in this trunk that you ſee, 

Which loves the brave ſpirit who ſnarcli'd me from death, 

And will ſerve him, I hope, till my very laſt breath. 
Jenwr. 

Your ſcenes of hard ſervice I kope are all over | 

It is now; fairly time you ſhould both live in clover. - 


5 Your 


A COMEDY, IN RHYME, 25 


Your Maſter, I truſt, has brought home as much treaſure 
As will make him a parliament-man at his pleaſure ; 
And to recompence you for the wound in your arm, 
Perhaps he will buy you a ſnug little farm 
JonaTHaAN. | 

When a Gentleman comes from the Eaſt, my good girl, 
You all think he is loaded with diamonds and pearl; 
You fancy his treaſure too great to be told, 
And ſuppoſe he poſſeſſes a mountain of gold. 
A few daring blades, by a bold kind of ſtealth, - 
Have indeed from the Indies brought home ſo much wealth, 
That with all their keen ſenſes they ne er could employ 1 It, 
And have dy'd from the want of a heart to enjoy it: 
But ſome hundred brave lads, whom gay youth led to enter 
That promiſing region of hope and adventure, 
| Have toil'd many years in thoſe rich- burning climes, 
With ſmall ſhare of their wealth, and with none of thejs 
wid Kims, 

Now my Maſter and I both belong to this tribe. 3 
Not a fingle Nabob have we kill'd for a bribe ; 
And to tell you a truth, which I hope you il not doubt, 
We're as poor and as honeſt as when we ſet out. 

Jenny, 

What! your Maſter Ri poor in ſo thriving a trade !- 
And with patients fo rich has he never been 1322 
Fe or the wounds he has heal'd ? 

N Jonarnax. 

Ves, my dear, for: his fees 

I know he. has touch'd many tbouſand rupees ; 
But the fight of diſtreſs he could never endure; _ 
What he took from the rich he beſtow'd on the poor. 
Jenny. | 

Well, Henrgn will pay him, no doubt, in due ſeaſon. 

129 wht brings him home?—l would fain know the reafon 


Why 
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Why he leaves that rich land in the bloom of his life: - 

I ſuppoſe from the want of a cherry-cheek d wife? 

They fay thoſe black wenches are fad naſty creatures, 

And tho? they ve fine ſhapes they have horrible features. 

Does he want a white ſweet-heart? or has he a Black? 
JowaTHAN. 

"Tis indeed a white woman that brings us both back : 

But alas I *tis añ old one—my Maſter, it ſeems, | 

Has a fond ſunple mother that's troubled with dreams, 

And he, like a tender and ſoft-hearted youth, 

Reſigns his fine proſpect, and comes home forſooth 

Becauſe the old dame has expreſs'd her defires 

To ſee him in England before ſhe expires : 

And egad ſince he's come ſhe will live long enough, 

For ſhe ſeems to be made of good durable ſtuff. 


Je NV. 
Well, now I ſhall love him a hundred times more 


Than I did for the ſtories you told me before. _ 
Gad bleſs the kind foul ! who behaves to his mother 
As if he well knew he could ne'er have another; 
And were he my ſon I could not live without him ; 
T could ſtay here all day while you're talking about him. 
But *tis time to be gone; we mult both diſappear, 
For the Colonel's ſweet Wife and your Maſter are here. 
 JoNATHAN, . 
Stop, I muſt peep at her ſhe's as bright as the day 
| Jenny. 
And her heart is as good as her ſpirit is gay— 
Come I'll ſhew you our walks—we may get out this way. 
| [Exeunt. 
Enter Mrs. Felix and Morley. 
Mas. Ferix. 
Dear excellent Friend, fince I owe to your worth 
The ſafety of what 1 moſt value on earth, 
With 
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With thoſe it loves beſt my heart yields you a pace, 

And I claſp your kind band with a ſiſter's embrace. 

To judge of the man whom ſuch ſervice endeats 

I want not the tardy aequaintance of years, 

But in ſtrong tho! quick ties, that no chances can ſever, 

In an inſtant he ſeizes my friendſhip for ever : 

And had I much leſs obligation to you, 

My regard and eſteem I ſhould ſtill think your due, 

From the picture my Felix has drawn of yous mind. 
MoxLEv. 

His warm foul to his friends is moſt partially kind: 

But ſuch as I am I moſt truly am yours; 

Your goodneſs my grateful attachment enſures, 

And myheart with proud tranſport your friendſhipembraces. 

Tho' I ne'er gaz d before on your perſonal graces, 

I've beguil'd ſome long weeks of hard weariſome duty 

With frequent diſcourſe on your virtues and beauty; 

And I own for the Colonel it rais'd my eſteen, 

To mark with what pleafure he dwelt on the theme, 

Mxs. FeLix. 

You 're an excellent creature to ſooth a fond Wife, 

Who regards her Lord's love hardly leſs than his liſe ; 

But fince you've replied with good humour ſo ſteady 

To the ten thouſand queſtions I've aſk'd you already, 

I'll ſpare you to-day, and if 'tis in my power 

Mention Felix's name only once in an hour. 

That my thoughts to the Indies no longer may roam, 

Let me talk to you now about matters at home ; 

Your counſel may make our perplexity leſs, 

And finiſh our odd tragi-comic diſtreſs. 

Firſt tell me, and ſpeak without any diſguiſe, 

(Tho'! fancy I read all your thoughts in your eyes) 

What d ye think of my Couſin? 
MokLE v. 


Her graces indeed 


— 


The glowing A of Felix exceed; 


Tho' 


—- - — 2 
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Tho' in praifing her, oft he with pleaſure has ſiil d 
Like a father deſcribing his favourite child. | 
For my part, I thiok ſhe is laviſhly bleſt 
With thoſe beauties by which the pure mind. is red, 
That her heart is with truth and with tenderneſs warm, 
That ſweet: ſenſibility ſhines is her form; 
A form, on which no man his eye ever turn d 
Witbout feeling his breaſt in her welfare coneern d. 
"Tis the lot of ſuch graces, wherever they dwell, 
None can ſee their ſoft miſtreſs and not wiſh her well 
_ -— , Mas. Ferax. 
Very ode ſaid, and the praiſe 1s her e 
But how came her Lovers ſo well known to 9 
Mok v. a 
Her Lovers Adar Madam, I hope you'r "re in jeſt. 
Or if by their vows your ſweet Friend is addreſt, 
Heaven grant, for the peace of her delicate mind, 
That ber hand may be never to either reſign d! 
Mas. Felix. Ab 
From my ſoul I W. you l join in your prayer; 
But whence does it ſpring ? 
| | Mon. "REV 2 
I I will freely Secure. 1 
Tho' they' re both men of fortune, fair a. and good 
_ 
With figures that ſet ſome youpg a in a 1 
Tho' at each, many ladies are ready to catch 8 
At what the world calls, a moſt excellent match FR? 
Yet, if I have read your fair Couſin aright, 
A boſom ſo tender, a ſpirit ſo bright, TI 
Muſt be wretched with ſuch a companion for li . 
As each of theſe Lovers would prove to his Wife. 
Mas. Ferix. 


You are right ; but their ee where cou Id you 


know?7 


A 


ev. 


LK,” cr. 8 ; ee ß A Eo ER LE CCC FFP 
? ME DEI LOCAL ONS 2 Ee NE OE OS OS! 7 TT 2. 4 


Y 
% 
F 
5 
2 
ry 
* 
3 
\ 
8 
4 
A 
2 


r N AE WS A W 
n % LS ers, ko aL, od OE =) 1 A 0 + 


A COMEDY, IN RHYME, 29 


Mok v. 
I knew them at college a few years ago, 
Before, by a whimfical odd fort of fate, 
And ſome family loſſes, too long to relate, 
In Europe my views of proſperity ceas d. 
And chance ſent me forth to my friends in the Eaft, 
Mas. Felix. 
Pray what fort of youths were theſe two modiſh u men ? 
MoxLev. . 
You now find them both-what they ſeem'd to me then ; 
Two characters form'd like moſt young men of faſhion, 
Whoſe cold ſelfiſh pride is their ſovereign paſſion : 
In each, tho? they re men of an oppoſite turn, 
The ſome heart-freezing vanity till you diſcern. 
To indulge that dear vanity, each till diſplays 
All the force of his mind, tho' in different ways. 


Thence, in ſpinning weak verſe Sapphic's toil never ends, 


And Deciſive ne'er ſtops in deriding his friends; 
Each equally fancies no nymph can reſiſt 
His lips, which he thinks all the Graces have kiſt, 
Mas. Felix. 
Perfect knowledge of both your juſt picture has ſhown !ſ— 
The warmth of theſe Lovers diverts me I own. 
Of conqueſt each ſeems to himſelf very clear, 
And feels from his rivals no diffident fear. 
"Tis eaſy to ſee from their ſatisfied air, 


Each loves his own perſon much more than the Fair. 


But my poor gentle Coz wiſhes both at a diſtance ; 
And I want to contrive, by your friendly aſſiſtance, 
To relieve her, and quietly ſend them from hence 
Without the > Rage s knowledge. 
| , +> f  MenxLay. 

- As neither wants ſenſe, 
Can't the Lady pronounce their diſmiſſion at once, 
Which none can miſtabe but an impudent dunce? 


Mus. | 
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Mus. Faux. 
This meaſure ſeems eaſy indeed at firſt view; 
But alas! 'tis a meaſure we dare not purſue. 
Our warm-hearted, whimfical, poſitive Knight, 
Allows not to woman this natural right ; 
And hence my young Friend, in a pitiful caſe, 
Knows not how to reje& what ſhe ne'er can embrace; 
For nothing her Uncle's reſentment would ſmother, 
Should ſhe baniſh one ſuitor, and not take the other. 
f MokLE v. 
Then indeed I am griev'd for the Lady's diſtreſs; 
But how can 1 aid her? 
A ́— g 
| 'Tis hard, I confeſs, 
To a ſudden retreat this bold Pair to oblige, 
And make two ſuch Heroes abandon a ſiege ; 
Yet I wiſh we could do it—and when they recede, 
The departure of both muſt appear their own deed. 
MoklLzv, after a pauſe. 
Well—my friendſhip for you has ſuggeſted a ſcheme. 
Mus. Ferix. 
*Tis a ſervice our hearts will for eyer eſteem. 
But what 1 is 1 project? 
MoxkLxv. a 
Don't queſtion me what, 
Leſt you think me a fool for too ſimple a plot: 
Tis ſimple, and yet T would venture my life 
It will drive from theſe Beaus all the thoughts of a Wife; 
And if my ſcheme proſpers, with joy Plt confeſs 
What a whimſical trifle produc'd our ſucceſs. | 
Mas. FELix. | 
Well, keep your own ſecret, if filence is beſt ; 
Tho' a woman, for once I'll in ignorance reſt, — _. 
Here comes our friend Sapphic—he ſeems in a flurry 
51 Mo KEE * 
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MoxLE V. 
His ſtep ſhews indeed a poetical hurry, 
And we ſhall be call'd in as Goſſips, fair ak 
For by the Bard's buſtle his Muſe 1s in labour. 
Enter. Sapphic. 
DAPPHIC. 
Dear Ma am! may aſk you for paper and ink. 
Leſt a freſh jeu deſprit in oblivion ſhould fink ? 
For when my free fancy has brought forth my verſe, 
My treacherous memory.proves a bad nurſe. 
Mxs. Felix. 
O pray! for your Muſe let us rear her young chit, 
For the bantling no doubt muſt have ſpirit and wit ; 
At a cradle to hold it, J beg you'll take that, 
( giving him a paper. 
And your Friend here will aid you in drefling the Brat; 
As a rite ſo important I merit.no plane, | 
And ! beg to withdraw while you're waſhing 1 its face. 
: | LExit. 
; SAPPHIC. | 
That's a charming gay Creature—luxuriant and young 
But I've loſt half a ſtanza the deuce take her tongue ;— 
Let me ſee —let me fee if I can't recollect it.— 
'Tis done; —and now, Morley, pray hear or inſpect it. 
Mo RLE v. 
The Poet himſelf his own verſe ſhould recite. 
| SAPPHIC. © . 
You're a ſenüble ſellow - your maxim is right 
| ( Reads.) 
46 Thy old Arcadia, Pan, reſign, 
For this more rich retreat: 
« A fairer-nymph here decks thy ine: ; 
He this the fav'rite ſeu t 
wal, my Friend, won't this * the PR WY out of 
' © Greece? 


MorLEy. 


32 THE HAPPY PRESCRIPTION : 


MorLev- 
Aye, and make good Sir Nicholas give you his Niece, 
= = DAPPHIC:. 2 
Yes, I bun this dans will make the Girl mine. 
MoxLz TW. 
What Poet can wiſh for a prize more divine ? | 
I give you much joy on your conqueſt, my Friend; 
Yet the eyes of regret on your nuptials 1 dend, 1 
And grieve in reflecting, that conjugal joy | 
Your poetical harveſt of Fame muſt —_— 


SAPPHIC, 
What the deuce do you mean? 
* 2 8 derer 15 8 
| To — 


Which the gt apo with impatience from you. 
The Poet when bleſt can no more be ſublime, - 
And a chill matrimonial muſt ſtrike thro his __ 

- SAPPHIC. | 
You're miſtaken, dear Doftor—connubial delight _ 
Will give a new zeſt to each poem I write; 


And n ſee ſuch eee Dr 


NG rr. Ls | N ant - ; 
Tis true, n when | 


Polemics . marriage 3 quicken'd their pen. 
A Dutch Critic I know, by the aid of his Wife, 


Made a book and a child every year of his life. 
But total ſecluſion from Venus and Bacchus, 


Is, you know; nnd amended thy Thdcens. -- * 


A grand epie poem I hear you are writing; 


*Tis a work that your country will take great delight /i in: 
Bur conſider, my Friend, when you te deep in heroics, 1 


As Poets have not all the patience of ee 


How you'll grieve to be check d in the flow of pere, | 


By a young ſqualling child and an old GS vurſs4 1 
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Een the qualms of your Lady may drive from your brain 
Fine thoughts that you ne'er can recover again; 
Reflect how you Il feel, with ſuch hopes of ſucceeding, 
If your Muſe ſhould miſcarry becauſe your Wife's breeding, | | 
SAPPHIC. | 
Egad, in that caſe I ſhould think my fate heard. ; 4 
.*-MoaLey. 
I myſelf b have beheld an unfortunate Bard, 
Who his nails for a rhyme unſucceſsfully bit, 
When family cares had extinguiſh'd his wit. | 
With many who ſing in the Muſe's full choir, | 
It would do them no miſchief to muffle their lyrez . 
But for you, whom the Nine, with a tender preſage, | 
Are ptepar'd to proclaim the firſt Bard of our age; 
For you, who of Taſte are the favourite theme—- | 
|  SAPPHIC. 


MokRLE Y. 

For you, I. ſhould grieve if domeſtic delight 
On your fair riſing laurels ſhould falt as a blight. 
'Tis the pride of great minds whom the Muſes inflame, 
To ſacribce joy on the altar of Fame; 
Your paſſion's renown—of this Girl are you fonder ?— 
On this delicate point I muſt leave you to _ z 
Conſider it, while I attend the old Knight. (Exit, 

SAPPHIC alone (after a pauſe.) "EX 
By Jove, I believe my friend Morley is right,  - 
Ihou, Fame, art my Miſtreſs; to win thee I ſing. 


This Girl, tho? ſhe's handſoine, is but a dull ding. 


Tis clear, whenſoe'er I a poem rehearſe, 

That ſhe has no reliſh for elegant verſe.— 
Her fortune indeed would be rather convenient, 
But the glorious to me is before the N 
Egad 1'd quit Venus herſelf, if I knew. 

That the ſyſtem of Morley was certainly true. 


I don't 
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I don't think the Girl to Deciſive inclin d; 
But here comes her Maid, who may tell me her mind. 
Enter Jenny, | 
My good little Jenny, you're truſty and true, 
And your Miſtreſs, I know, tells her ſecrets to you, 
What you know, to a friend you may ſafely impart, - 
And give me a perfect account of her heart: 
Pray how do I ſtand in your Lady's regard? 
Jenny. 
Now's my time to be even with this ſaucy Bard, (aſide J 
To be ſure, Sir, the tafle of my Lady is odd, 
But poetry moves her no more than a clod. 
| : SAPPHIC. 
What! no reliſh for rhyme !—Does ſhe never repeat 
The ſoft little ſonnets I've laid at her feet? 
Jenny. 
Ah, Sir! And my Miſtreſs were once of my mind, 
( For ! read all the verſes of yours that I ind) - 
But my Lady's ſo cruel ſhe thwarts my deſire, 
And to hide them from me thro#s them into the fire. 
SAPPHIC. 
She's a fool ſheꝰs a fool (afide.)--I ſhould have a fine life, 
With ſuch a proſaic dull jade of a wife. 
Jexny. 
But, my good Sir, I hops you will not be dejected, 
I could tell you by whom all your wit is reſpeQed. 
There's a heart upon which you have made ſuch im- 
preſſion 
But I muſt not betray her by my indifcretion. 
Sari. 
Whom d'ye mean mb Jenny? come, tell me, my der 
Ja NN v. 


You would make a bad uſe of the. Grants I 3 4 


Now I hope I ſhall lead the Bard into a ſcrape, . (afede. * 


For he bites like a Gudgeon, and cannot eſcape. 
; SDAPPHIC. 
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A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 
| SayPHIC. 
Come, fay who's in love with me—if the 5 fir, 
I'll not leave the dear creature, I vo, to deſpair, 
Jenny, 
O lud! I proteſt ſhe is coming this way; 
But I did not intend her regard to betray. 
I muſt fly—but I beg that you'll not be too free. Exit. 
Sar Ric. 
Madam Felix !—I thoaght ſhe was partial to me. 
Enter Mrs. Felix. 
| Mas. FeLix. 
May enter without incommoding the Muſe ? 
SAPPHIC. 
By a queſtion like this your own charms. you abuſe. 
Thoſe eyes, my dear Madam, were form'd, I profeſs, 
To inſpirit a Poet, and not to depreſs ; 
From your preſence he furely muſt catch inſpiration. 
Mrs. Felix. 
A very poetical fine falutarion ! 
But I ſeriouſly beg, if you 're bufy with rhyme, ' 
That you will not allow me to take up your time. 
As I'm not Selina, you're free from reſtriction, 
And may tell me plain truths, unembelliſh'd with fiction. 
Sayenre. - 
Then I ſwear, my dear Creature, I ſwear by this hand, 
That I feel as I touch it my genius expand 
That your lips—O by Jove! he's a madman or booby, 


Who roves to the Indies for diamond or ruby; 


And each vein in my heart his ſtrange folly condemns, 
Who leaves theſe more bright and more exquiſite gems. 
Sweet Fair! let me keep, while their richneſs J praiſe, 
The cold damp of neglect from oferclouding their rays. 
(#/ bile Mr. Sapphic Iiſſes Mrs. Felix with great 
vebemence, Jenny enters unpercei vad.) 
5 E MES Jenny. 
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Jenwy. 
O ho !—have I caught you; impertinent Poet! 1 
This is more than I hop'd for my Maſter ſhall know it. 


Mas. Flix. 

Good God ! Mr. Sapphic, what frantic illuſion 

Has produc'd this ridiculous ſcene of confuſion ? 

All Poets are Quixotes in love, I am told; 

And the truth of the adage in you l behold. 

As the Knight once miſtook an old mill for a giant, 
Your ſenſe as diſorder'd, your fancy as pliant, 
Takes me for my Coufin—your love's ebullition 

] only can pardon on this ſuppoſition. ' 

1 fain would ſuppoſe that no inſult was meant, 

Not believe you could think, what | ought to reſent. 

Sari. 5 

O! talk not of anger with lips that inſpire | 
The ſtrongeſt ſenſation of rapturous fire, 

That with love's ſweet convulſions ſhake every nerve: 
O! think not that I your reſeatment deſerve ; 
Becauſe my warm heart, thus engroſs d by your charms, 
Is ambitious of filling theſe dear empty arms. 
No, let me while baſking beneath your bright eye, 
The place of a thankleſs deſerter ſupply o 
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And in this melting breaſt kindle ecſtacy's fame, f 
Which Nature Fund for ſo ee. a frame. : 
Mas. F ELI a 

Away, Sir! and bees] in your fondling inſanity _. | 3 
Lou reject the excuſe which I form'd for your u | 
My threats muſt inform you— : 
£2 Serrnic. ; 


Ol! frown not, FINES: 1 
Let not wrath ſpoil the charm of thy every r. 
e eien. | 
Regain you your ſenſe from my wrath you are thee, 
Which ſhou!d not be rais'd by a being like thee; 
Begone 
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Begone then my pardon i in vain you'll implore, 
If you dare on this ſubjeQ to breathe a word more. 


 Sayenic, 
Words, indeed, my warm fair one, by Nature's confeſſion, 
For the love that J feel, are no proper expreſſion ; 
The ſoul's fond intent in ſoft murmurs ſhould ſwell, 
And kifſes explain what no language can tell. 
Ye Gods, how luxuriant * | 
_ Mxs. FELIX. 

Away! quit my arm! 
Or my eries in an inſtant the houſe ſhall alarm. 

 SappHIC. | 
Provoking ſweet Creature [—indulge my fond "UG 
Come, come, don't I know you 're a woman of faſhion ? 
Your coyneſs, I've heard, you can ſometimes give over; 
And I'm ſure you 're too wiſe to be true to a rover. 
Beſides, I have learnt, that with partial regard 
You have caſt a kindeye on your ill-treated Bard. 

Mas. Feiaix. 
Away! thou vain coxcomb! nor, baſe as thou art, 
Inſult the bright Lord of fo loyal a heart; 
Begone!—I abhor thee—my perſon releaſe | 
__ Stk Nichols, entering. 
Is it thus, my young Sir, you pay court to my Niece ! 3 
SAH. 


| 47 


Confuſion ! What devil has ſent the old Knight 7 


Six NicuoLas. 
How dare you, pert Stripling, almoſt in my fight 
To infult a chaſte Female that 's under my roof? 
But fince of your baſeneſs you give me ſuch proof, 
You ſhall feel it repaid by a proper correction. 

__* SaprHiIc (afide,) 
Deuce take this perverſe and unlucky detection: 
I wiſh I had wiſely, as Morley had taught me, 
Nenounc d that jade Venus before he thus caught me. 


ES = "W's What 
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What excuſe can I make him bo: To * Nicholas) My 
dear worthy Sir, 


Tho' I now ſeem moſt juſtly your —_ to incur, 
Yet as you grow cool, your opinion will yary, | 
You will not reſent ſuch an idle Vagary, 
A mere romping frolic— 

Six be 

A frolic, d'ye ſay! 

Then a frolic of mine ſhall your frolic repay. 
Call our Servants to puniſh this frolicſome Spark, 
They ſhall drag him acroſs the new pond in the park. 

SAPPHIC (afide.) 
"Tis what he can't mean—yet his countenance ſuch is, 
I wiſh from my ſoul I was out of his clutches. — 

Je Sir Nicholas.) 

Dear Sir, I afſure you, I'm griey'd beyond der 
That I thus have awaken'd your furious diſpleaſure ; 
When calmer— 

Six N1icaoLas. 

Young Man, I am not in a fury, 
A ſentence more juſt never came from a jury: 
Such frolics as yours have Old England diſgrac'd : 
In High Life let them flouriſh as Faſhion and Taſte. 
To thoſe wanton young fellows I am not ſevere, 
Who attack the looſe Wife of a vain gambling Peer. 
My Lady whoſe Lord waſtes at Hazard the night, 
May plead to more generous pleaſures ſome right ; 
I care not how each keeps their conjugal oath, 
Since honour and peace mult be ſtrangers to both. 
But when a brave Soldier, pure Glory's true fon, 
Ennobled with laurels laboriouſly won ; 
When riſking in far diſtant climates his life, 
To his Country he leaves a fair innocent Wife; 
Accurſt be the man, who, to Friendſhip unjuft, 
Fails to guard as his ſoul this moſt delicate truft ; 5 

| : 
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Or to puniſh thoſe Pops who infult her chafte-beauty, 
And invite her to ſwerve from her honour and duty, 
Of the doom that I think to ſuch Libertines due, 
] will give to the world an example in you, 
Our old Engliſh diſcipline, Ducking, by name, 
Shall atone for your outrage, by quenching your flame. 
Here ! William and John— 

Mszs. Felix. 

For my fake, Ii intreat 
That you will not, dearSir, this rough vengeancecompleat. 
Sik NICHOLAS. © 
, By Jopieer, Couſin, to make him lefs fond, 
He ſhalt croak out his love to the frogs of our pond. — 
Here, William! tell Jack after Stephen to ſkip, 
And tell the old Huntſman to come with his whip, 
Then wait all together around the hall door. 
SAPPHIC, 
0 may, Fon Sir! I your mercy implore. 
You will not deſtroy me ? 
Sin NzCcHoLas. 

No, only correct, 
And ky you a brave Soldier's Wife to reſpeR. 

Mas. Feiix. 
Yet think, my dear Couſin, yet think, for my ſake, 
What a noiſe this ridiculous matter will make. 
You know that my Felix's nature is ſuch, 
He don't wiſh his Wife to be talk'd of too much; 
His honour and quiet let us make our care, 
And bury i in ſilence this fooliſh affair: 
Perhaps, in my manners too ealy and gay, 
My levity led the young Poet aſtray. 

Six NicnoLas. 

No, no! my good Creature, you muſt not. arraign 
Your innocent ſelf in a buſineſs fo plain : 
Beſides, his offence by this plea cannot fink, 


For they are the worlt of all puppies that think 


Each 
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Each woman 's a wanton who is not preciſe, 
And that cheerſulneſs muſt be the herald of vice. 
_ Mrs. FEzLIx. 
Howe'er this may be—as he s now all repentance, | 
i * beg a repeal of your ſentence. 
DAPPHIC. a 
De Ma'am I adore you for this interceſſion ; | 
And I truſt the good Knight will forgive my tranſgreſſion. 
Siu NitcnoLas. 
Well, Sir, as beyond your deſert you re beſriended 
By that virtue which you have ſo groſsly offended, 
You are free to depart ; but remember, young dean, 
That you ne'er touch the Wife of a Soldier _ 
SAPPHIC, R 

If 1 do, may I die by the wind of a ball! . 
Heaven bleſs you, good Folks, and this ſociable ball! F 
Since my amorous folly your friendſhip thus loſes, 
My amours ſhall henceforth be confin'd to the Muſes. 

e * 

Mas. Fzrix. 
] thank you, dear Sir, and rejoice in my heart 
That in ſaſety you ve ſuffer'd this Youth to __ 
Six NicnoLas. 

By Jupiter, Con, I had cool'd your warm Poet, 
Had I not been afraid all our neighbours might know it, 
And make you the ſubject of ſuch converſation - 
As I think your nice Colonel would hear with vexation. 
Then, ſince for your ſake I have let the Bard 80, | 
Come and aid me to- ſettle all matters below: 
That my anxious cares in her comfort may ceafe; 
I 'am'reſoly'd young Deciſive ſhall marry my Niece. 


, — 


End of ACT Il. 


Acer. 


” * 
** 
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r 
SCENE I 


Enter Mrs. Felix and YE; 


Mus. Fürs, 


Wal, ny 1 dear, what d' ye ai of our medical 


Whom the 1 220 Felix ſo highly commend? 
If my gratitude does not my judgment miflead, 
He's the man in the world who with you might ſucceed; . 
Tho! gentle, yet manly, tho baſhful, Lorem | 
Are you not half i in loye? © 
8E LINA, 

Tes, indeed, at belt fight fs 
His ſervice to you on my heart is engrav'd, - - 
And I love him, I own, for the life he has fav'd. 
To win me perhaps he might not find it hard, 
So eſteern'd as he is by the friends I regard; 
But I fancy ſuch thoughts will not enter his brain: 
And for my part, inſtead of attraQting a Swain, 
1 only ſhal] think, as they heartily vex me, 
of n from thoſe who already perplex me. 

Mss. Ferix. 

O make yourſelf eaſy, I pray, on that head 
In the deepeſt difgrace the poor Poet is fled, 
And I truſt that the Critic will ſoon ſhare his fate, 
Come with me =I vea moſt curious tale to relate. 
Let us haſte I perceive that Deciſive is near, 
In whoſe preſent diſcourſe J would not interfere, 


* 


\[Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Deciſive and Morley. 
__ Dacrsrvy. 
So while in the grove I was cooly projecting 
New plans for the temple the Knight is an 
Our Poet, addicted to amorous ſin, 
Grew a little too fond of the Ladies within : 
But diſcovery happen'd: his paſſion to damp : 
And this is the cauſe of his haſte to decawp. 
MoxrkEv. 
The old Knight, I believe, ſuch reſentment expreſo d 
As quicken'd the ſpeed of his fugitive gueſt ; 
On Terror's ſwift wing he is certainly flowo, 
And as he has retreated, the field is your own. 
Dectsivs. 
As 2 fival T had not much fear of poot Sapphic: 
Bad rhyme 's current coin in moſt amorous traffic, 
But would not paſs here. | | 
MozLEv.. = 
I think not in your view; 
As it finds fuck a critical touchſtone in you. 
The Poer's diſmiſſion your triumph enſures, . _. 
And the prize, my good Friend, is now certainly. yours; 
A prize, that we juſtly may call very great, 
A lovely ſweet Girl with a noble eſtate. 
DecisivE. | 
The Girl's very well, but knows nothing of life 3 
It will coſt me ſome pains to new model my Wife; 
But I think ſhe will gladly receive my corre ion, 
And my wealth * old Kinſman approves the connection. 
0 Coughe, ) 
Mo RLEY. - 
Von ve a « cough, my good. Friend, 
Decisrve. | 20 
| Yes, a trifling one: . ! 
Have you got any Indian W for phlegm ? 
MoxLev. 
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| MoxLev. 


Believe me, that cough is no trifling affair; 
It calls, I afſure you, for caution and care. 
With regret I point out ſo unpleaſant a truth, 
But your conſtitution ['ve known from your youth; 
Your hectic appearance I ſee with concern, 
As I know, with your frame if health takes ſuch a turn, 
The leaſt indiſcretion your life may deſtroy. 
The ſlighteſt exceſs in diverſion and joy; 
Even thoſe tender cares, which on life's pureſt plan 
Muſt belong to the Kate of a Family Man, 
May lead to diſeaſe from which art cannot fave, 
And rapidly hurry you into the grave. | 
'Twere better this courtſhip of your's ſhould miſcarry, 
For you 'll certainly die in fix months'if you marry. 
.  Decis1ve. 
Are you ſerious, dear Doctor? 
| MozLev. 
By ſuch a ſad end 
I lately have loſt a poor good-humour'd friend. 
You remember Jack Dangle at College, no doubt ; 
He was juſt of your age, and a little more ſtout ; 
He, with other young fages, left Weſtminſter Hall 
To teach Engliſh law to the ſlaves of Bengal. 
But Jack, in his new chamber- practice at leaſt, 
Too eagerly follow d the rules of the Eaſt. 
A bad cough enſu'd, much like yours in its found— 
FOE mw (Deciſive coughs. ) 
Good God! I could ſwear 'twas poor Jack under ground, 
"Tis his tone ſo exactly, ſepulchral and hollow! 
The ſyſtem he lighted I hope you will follow. 
With pains in his breaſt he was ſharply tormented ; 
But as he at firſt to my guidance conſented, 
Some time my ſtrict regimen kept him alive, 


Poor Dangle once more was beginning to thrive ; 


And 
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And had he ſome months in my plan perſever'd, 

On the earth at this moment he might have appear'd ; 

But chance threw a pretty white girl in his way, 

And eager for marriage, fond Jack would not ſtay: 
In yain I conjur'd him to wait balf a year, 

And ſhew'd him the danger he ran very clear. 

He thought the remains of his cough but a trifle, 
And being unable his paſſion to ſtifle, 
He took his fair wife but, alas! the vile ah 
Encreas'd every day till it carried him off! 

| Dpcisive. 
1 don't recolle& any pain in my breaſt, 
But I feel a . tightneſs juſt now in my cheſt. 
. MorLer, | 
How's your ſtomach? . | 


D cis ie. 


I've nothing to fear on that fore. 
Mo RLE v. | 


Do you eat as you did? 
Dzcis ive. 
Ves, I think 21 more. 
 MoxLev. + 
That ravenous hunger's the thing that I dread, 
How 12 e 
Dames. | 
All the time-that I paſs i in my 288. 
Wass r.. 
Indeed CA don't like ſo lethargic a duraber, 
\Dactsiva.. 
Why! my Friend! of nod. n. theſe wk u te 


ja ” = OY 11 
Alas! you may call them all good if 5 you pleaſe, 
By that title you only confirm your diſeaſe, | is p 
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In which tho' the patient declines very faſt, 
He for ever-will flatter himſelf to the laſt. 
Believe me, your ſymptoms are rather alarming, 
Yet your preſent diſorder there is not much harm in. 
If you can but abſtain, with a ſpirit reſign d, 
From all that may harraſs your body or mind, 
Jo a different climate I wiſh you 'd repair, ; 
And for one Winter breathe a leſs changeable air. 
Spend a Chriſtmas at Naples, and when you return 
You may marry without any anxious concern. 
But you're now at that critical period of life 
When, in ſuch frames as yours, nature-feels an odd 
| ſtrife, | LS 
And, if quiet does not all her ſunQions befriend, 
The ſhort earthly ſcene on a ſudden will end. 
On a point ſo important you l pardon my freedom. 
* _ - Decrsivs. 
Your cautions oblige me, I feel that I need em, - 
For in truth I am growing as thin as a rabbit, 
And there's ſomething conſumptive I know in my habit. 
My. Father died'foen after taking a Wife, 
And cough'd out his ſoul when I jump'd into life: 
I ſuppoſe I am going. | 
| MozxLey. 
Take courage, my Friend; 
On your own prudent conduct your life will depend. 
If you take but due care for two years, I'll engage 
You will ſtand a fair chance for a healthy old age. 
Nor would I adviſe you this Girl to refuſe, 
A diſtant attachment your mind will amuſe ; 
And, no doubt, for a man of your fortune and figure 
She will wait till your health bas recover'd its vigour. 
FH De cis iv. 5 
I can part with the Girl without feeling a chaſm 
In my heart; that will ſhake-with no amorous ſpaſin ; 
a" * or, 
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For, to tell you the truth, my old rich Uncle Cob 
Is more eager than I for this marrying job. 
By this ſcheme the old Blade is ſupremely delighted, 
| Becauſe two large manors may thus be united: 
But when of his park I've extended the bound, 
It will do me ſmall good if I fink under ground; 
And I'm not ſuch a fool in theſe projects of pelf, 
To humour my friends and endanger myſelf. 
Mona v. 
Indeed I'd not wed for an old Uncle's whim ; 
But here comes our Knight, I ſhall leave you with him, 
As think you've ſome delicate points to n — 
| De crs1ve alone. 
I'm in no haſte to fleep with my Anceſtors duſt. 
"Tis wiſer my weak couſtitution to ſave, | 
Than to marry, and fo travel poſt to the grave. 
| Enter Sir Nicholas. 
Six NicuoLas. £ 
Come, give me your hand, and uy my young Neigh- 
bour, 
You're the man that's to des the Pipe and the tabor; 
And by Jove we'll all dance on fo joyous a day; 
Your wedding, dear Dick, ſhall be ſpeedy and gay ; 
For your Rival is gone with our ſerious diſpleaſure, 


And I give to your wiſhes my young lovely Treaſure.— 


A treaſure ſhe is, tho' the Girl is my Niece ; 
Heaven grant ye long years of affeQion and peace! 
And a fine chopping Boy ere the end of the irſt— 
Remember that I am to ſee the rogue nurs d. 

Go, you happy young dog, go and ſeal with a kiſs, 
And teach the old hall to re-echoe your blifs, 
As I know on this match. what Sir Jacob intends, 
And we can ſo well truſt each other as friends, 
Short contracts will anſwer as well as the beſt, 
Our lawyers at leifure may finiſh the reſt, | 
ru | | | I know 
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| 1 know all ſuſpenſe in ſuch caſes is hard,, 


And you ſhall not, I ſwear, from your bliſs be debar' d. 

While o'er acres of parchment they're crawling like ſnails. 
| Decisive. 

Dear Sir, upon weighing in Reaſon's juſt ſcales 

Your very great favours and my weak pretenſion, 

] find I'm unworthy of ſuch condeſcenſion, 

And muſt, with regret, the high honour reſign, 


Which I once vainly thought might with juſtice be mine. 


Sin NicHOLAS. | 
Hey-day ! what does all this formality mean ? 
Why, Dick! has the Devil poſſeſs'd you with ſpleen ? 
Or has Love made your mind thus with difidence fore ? 
Falſe modeſty ne'er was your foible before. | 
You think you're unworthy !—the thought is ſo new, 


That I hardly can tell what to ſay or to do. 


If you love the good Girl full as much as you ſaid. 

I think you have very juſt claims to her bed; 

But if your mind's chang d, and you feel your love lighter, 

'Tis better to ſay ſa, than marry and flight her: 

And if this be the caſe, Sir, you have your releaſe; 

For altho' I am eager to marry my Niece, 

Tho? I'm partial to you, yet I beg you to note, 

That I don't want to cram her down any man's rant, | 
Dzgcisve. | 

I'm truly convinc'd of the Lad y's perfeQion, | 


And 't would pleaſe me, dear Sir, to preſerve the con- 


nection, 

Tho' now, by particular reaſons, I'm led 

To reviſit the Continent once ere I wed. 

In the time of my abſence I can't be exact; 

But in what form you pleaſe I will freely contract, 

In the courſe of two years to receive as my Wife 
Six NicaoLas. 

Do you mean to inſult me, you Puppy ? Ode. life! 

8 | I | 
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Ere I'd tie my dear Girl to ſo filly a Fop 
For life, I'd condemn her to trundle a mop. | 
And let me adviſe you, young man, for the future, 
To know Jn own mind ere you go as a dener, * 
CISIVE. . . 
1 perceive, Sr, my preſence grows irkſome to you, 
And you'll therefore allow me to bid you adieu. 
Six NicnoLas. 
Your departure, indeed, I don't wiſh. to retrain, 
And have mw concern when I ſee you again. : 
[Exit Deciſive, * 
Stn Nicnot.as alone, © 
What can make this pert Puppy recede from his" ſuit 85 
My fair Couſin and he have ſcarce had a diſpute; 
Sbe would hardly affront him on purpoſe to vex me— 
Here ſhe comes to explain all the points that perplex me. 
Enter Ms. FeLIix. f 
Well, Couſin, my ſcheme for a wedding's fütpendel, | 
The Beaux are both gone, and their courtſhip is ended ; 
With an air fo myſterious Deciſive withdraws, 
I a little ſuſpect you're concern'd as the cauſe: 
Confeſs, have you had any words with this Youth * 
Mas. Fetix. 
Not I, my dear Sir, on my honour and truth. 
But I'm ready to own that the news you impart, 
With furprize and with pleaſure enlivens my heart. 
I think your ſweet Niece has a lucky eſcape: 
: I would almoſt as ſoon ſee her marry an ape bs 2 0 
As her union with one of theſe Coxcombs e 5 FLAIE 3 
The Bard is too wart, and the Critic too cold. n 
| SR NrcnoLas. © pom 
1 find that they are not ſuch Lads as I DOS WS * === 
The World all the worſt of its faſhions has taught em: 
And the World is indeed at a very fine paſs, 
When ſuch Puppies infult fo attractive a Laſs: Me? 
$ = + Tony” 
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Young Fellows of fortune now think it hard duty 
To pay a chaſte homage to Virtue and Beauty. 
But I'll leave theſe poor Fops to their own vile caprice, 
And ſoon find a much fitter match for my Niece. 
Other orders of men for a huſband I'll ſearch, 
And I think I can ſettle my Girl in the Church. 
Mus. Ferix. 
Lord, Couſin! I thought you deteſted the Cont 
Six NicueLas. 
Our ReQor, I own, often kindles my wrath ; 


Who has learnt from his geeſe both to hiſs and to gobble. 
We have in our neighbourhood three young Divines, 
And each, I believe, to Selina inclines. 


Our Biſhop's ſmart Nephew deſerves a ſweet Wench, 


He himſelf in due time may be rais d to the Bench; 


With him I ſhould like very well to unite her; 

And if he hereafter ſhould riſe to the Mitre, | 

Then perhaps we together may bring to perfection 

A much-wanted plan for the Church's coreQion. 
Mas. FeLix. 


= = fine ſcheme | which you'll manage, no doubt! 


. Six Nichols. 
More onda things I have known brought about; 
And tho' my firſt plan, as you ſee, has miſcarried, 
I'm reſolv'd that my Niece ſhall be ſpeedily married. 
]'ll unite the good Girl to a Prieft, if I'm able; 
For the young Olive Branch never fails at his table.. 


What a wonderful creature is this worthy Knight! 


To make others happy is all his delight! 


A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 49 


But all Parſons are not like my neighbour, old Squabble, 


There is one I prefer - but to leave the Girl free, : 
1 allow her to make a fair choice of the Three: 
I ſhall therefore invite the whole group to the hall, 
And 'ls now " 89 and make her write cards to them all. 
1 I 
"he 1 e EO - 


Yet, 


50 THE HAPPY PRESCRIPTION : 


Yet, miſled by ſome wild philanthropic illuſion. 
He's for ever involv'd in odd ſcenes of — util 
*Tis well that our Critic has made his laſt bow, 
I rejoice he 's remov'd, and I long to know how. | 
Enter Morley. 
MoxLEey. 


Thank my ftars, my dear Ma'am, I've diſpatch'd your 


commiſſion 1 
Your ſweet Friend is, I hope, in a tranquil condition : 
From her two ĩtkſome Lovers ſhe now is reliev d. 
Mxs. Felix. 
And 1 m 11 to know how all this was atchiev'd. 


Come tell me, good Creature, how could you effect it? | 


_ _ MoarLky. _ : 

By a projet ſo ſimple you d never ſuſpeR i IP 
1 have baniſh'd hoth Swains, by declaring a Wife 
Would rob one of glory, and t "other of „ 
I perſuaded the Bard his poetical fame 
Could never exiſt with a conjugal flame: - 
Hence he grew. with your .charms fo licentiouſly ow. 
But forgive me this ill which I could not foreſee. 
Decifive, more wiſely, abandons the Fir 

To make his own lungs his particular care. 

Mag. Fe. 
What ! on ſuch points az theſe have they taken yaur we 2 
„ Masta. 

| Dear Madam mankind eredit things AN * 

When they come from the mouth of a medical man; 
Hence Mountebanks never want fill to trepan. 
The extent of our empire indeed there's no ſeeing, 
When we 2 on the fears of a en _ 

How ſimple — — you ve 1 
You have ee 4 reep e. we Were + annoy. 
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4 COMEDY, IN RHYME . 


Having thus clear d the ſcene from each troubleſome 
F Lover, » 


Can you not for the Nymph a fit Huſband diſcover ? 


You ſee how ſhe's preft by her Uncle to wed, 
Who ne'er quits a ſcheme he once takes in his head. 
Suppoſe her kind fancy ſhould lean towards you, 
Is your heart quite as free as I'm ſure 'twould be true? 
Is it not © IR . 
 Mozter. - 

| As in mirth's ſportiye fally 
It 3 you thus a poor pilgrim to rally, 
Your good nature I know will forgive me if I 
To your. pleaſantry make a too ſerious reply. 
'Tis my maxim to ſpeak, whatſoe er be the theme, 
With a heart undiſguis'd to the friends I eſteem; 
Had I all India's wealth, *twould be my inclination 
To offer it all to your lovely Relation. we 


But ſuppoſing it poſſible you could be willing 


To unite her with one who is ſearce worth a ſhilling | 
Believe me, dear Madam, iny pride is too great 
To wiſh her ta ſtoop to my humble eſtate. 
Mas. FzTIX. E 
Such pride, tho' it reſts upon no ſtrong founttati6n, 
Is noble, I own, and deſerves admiration. 


I alll it ill- founded, - becauſe, in my mind, 


If there 's fortune enough for a couple when join d, 

If talerits and worth are by esch duly ſbar d, | 

If in all other points they are equally pair'd, 

And mutual regard mutitał merit enhances, 

It ſignifies not which fupphy's their finances. 
Moxtey. 

Your dende e often when fortune's aeg. 

Gay weddings prottee æ moſt turbulent ſequel? 

But could I once hope your ſweet Couſm to gain, 

How wy tings ave hers fthr hopes reftenin 2. 

E 


Suppoſe 


52 THE HAPPY PRESCRIPTION : 


Svppoſe your dear Colonel, my moſt noble Friend, 
Whom ſucceſs to your arms may more ſpeedily ſend ! 
Suppoſe, having clos d the bright work he has plan d, 
His return from the Eaft he ſhould haſten by land; 
Snppoſe him arriv'd, with what face could I meet 
The man whom my heart ſhould exultingly greet, 
If he found me attempting, in ſpite of my ſtation, 
To wed, the' a beggar, your Wy Rata? 
Ms. Feriix. 
" Bar theſe weds, my dear Friend, which1 aloft adore, 
And a few flighter hints that eſcap'd you before, 
I have caught a quick hope, which is fraught with delight, 
That I ſoon ſhall be bleſt with my Felix's fight : 
] begin to ſuſpect he's in England already ; - 
1 perceive that you can't keep your countenance ſteady. 
With his uſual attention his love has reflected 
How my poor fooliſh nerves by ſurpriſe are affected; 
And leſt they ſbould fail me beyond all revival, 
Has ſent you to prepare for his wiſh'd-for arrival. 
Am U right in my gueſs ? Is he not very near ? 
Cale I truſt my own heart, I ſhould think Felix here. 
CoLoxer Fain, entering. 
Sweet n. r him reſtor d to Four: arm. 
Mus. Fetix, 
O my Felix ! this tranſport o'erpays all alarms, 
Thus to ſee thee reſtord, and ennobled with fame! 
In- what words ſhall affection thy welcome prockim? 
| Colon. ä 
My "ROY my beſt Treaſure ! than glory more dear! 
The bliſs of this meeting; which ſhines in thy text, ERP, 
1 That we t this Friend let us never _— N 
MoxlLzZ TW. ny 
My ſhare i = tranſport o erpays all the debe 
But, Colonel, your fondneſs has travell'd full - on; ti 
And has not allow d me the time you agreed. 
| > | * 
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4 NY . Cohonth. - - 
I 2 . 3 to have join'd you 8 
But I found Love forbade my intended ny. £ 
| MazLev. f 4595 


well, my 2 i is « done, now- you happily meet * 


* you together — 
1 tes Mas. Felix. | 
Stay, ſtay, I entreat; © | 
You mult not go yet z. and before you depart 
J will open te Felix the ſcheme of my heart. 
SELINA, (behind the ſcene.) 


Indeed, dit, I never can write ſuch a card. 


Sts Ni chOLAS (Bebind the ſcene.) 


Then you: l forfeit at once my paternal ** 


Coro EL. 
Hey-dayl in a the houſe I much fear fomerhing” $ wrong 
As Sir Nicholas talks in a language ſo — | 


Mas. FELIX. 


Does he know you are here? 


Cone: 1 N ITED 8 
No, my Dear, I think. not, 


Valefs b 0 the tidings from Jenny has got; 


She alone ſaw me come, and without much-ado - - 
Moſt hs direQed me where to find you. 
Mas. FRI. 
They are coming this way—let's withdraw all ret 
And contrive how to turn this loud ſtorm to fair weather. 
[Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Nicholas FR Selini. i 
SIA Nicnotas | | 
1 af on your writing ſuch cards to them all! 
 SBLINA- 
Dear Uncle, I beg you'll this order recall. 
You know your commands I much wiſh to 5 3 
ws t refle, on this matter what people wiil ſay ; 
"WI 


You? re 
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You re ſo eager to marty your Niece, they will ſwear, 
That you. hawk her about juſt like goods at a * 
Sin Nicuor As. 
Well, my Dear, let em ſay ſo, and III fay fo too, 
For your fimile proves what a Guardian ſhould do. 
He who wants to diſpoſe of a tender young maid; 
May take a good bint from the gingerbread trade: 
If he has any ſenſe, twill be ever his plan 
To part with ſoft paſtry as ſdon as he can 
For egad an old maid is like old harden'd paſte, 
You may cry it aboyt, but nobody will taſte. 
Come, do as 1 did you, and take up your . 
INA. 

Lord, Sir! it will ſeem very odd to theſe men; 
You will make me appear in a horrible light TS 
I. vow: my hand ſhakes ſo, I never can write, 
Excuſe me, dear Sir, from this buſineſs, pray do, 
And let me live ſingle ſor ever with you. 

| 81 NrcnoLas. | 
All buſineſs where woman s concern d, I believe, 
Muſt partake of the curſe from our Grandmother Eve. 
All her Daughters the ſteps of their Parent have follow! 
ContradiRiion, the core of the apple ſhe ſwallow'd, 
In their veins ſtill fermenting new ills can produce, 
And all their blood ſeems Coloquintida juice. 
You froward croſs Baggage l your word ſhould Take, 
And bid you live ſingle five years for my fake, 
Of the barbarous Uncle you'd quickly complain, 


Who from Nature's juſt right a young 2 i wou'd re- 


ſtrain! 
1 Seins. 
Indeed, Sir, I ſhould not. 
1 Sin Nrcnotas. 
T tell you you wou d. 


| F rom \perrerſeneſs alone you oppoſe your own good. 
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A COMEDY, IN RHYME © +55 


"Tis only to thwart me, . becauſe 1 defire 
To ſee you well ſettled before | expire, 3 
That you now with your foft hypocritical cariiage, 1 
Aﬀe to have no inclination to marriage. 
But you'll never contrive, tho' your tongue ROAR nimble, 
To convince me your | heart js as cold as your thimble. 55 
I know of what ſtuff froward damſeis are made, 
The Guardian muſt force you who cannot perſuade. 
That you 'Il like a good huſband, I never can doubt; 
And married you ſhall be before the month's out, R 
Or at leaſt your kind Uncle no more you ſhall teaze, 
But may e'en go to Rome and turn Nun if you a 

- SzLINA (afide.) | | 
I have loſt all the loye he has 3 for years; 1 
If I ftrive to reply I ſhall, burſt into tears. | EE 

| Sig NacugLas. . | 
Come, anſwer me, Miſs! will you {cribble o or not? 1 
Enter the Colonel; Mr Mrs Felix, and Morley. 
CoLoveL,. 


My worthy old Friend, what can make you | ſo hot 9 


81 A Nickotss, 
Ha, Colonel Ion find me a little concern d | 
But I'm heartily glad you are ſafely return d. 


| Your arrival indeed is a. welcome ſurpriae, 


Tho” before you your, fame a bright harbinger flies; 


We have . ſucceſa, and we all triumph in it. 


Colon. 
] truſt I am come in a fortunate minute. 


To make all your preſent embarraſſment ceaſe, 


For I bring a young Huſband, ty F riend, for you Niece. 
Six Nicholas. 


Egad that's well ſaid z and I'm ſure it's well meant; 


And if he's like you he ſhall. have my confent. 
Coroner. 


He has many more virtyes, and juſt as much wealth, 
And from India brings home both his morals and health. 


Here, 


56 THE HAPPY PRESCRIPTION: 
Here, my Friend, is the Man. As I owe him my life, | 
I with to preſent him fo lovely a Wife; | 
Half my fortune is his—here I freely declare it, 
And have only to hope that Selina may ſhare n. 
I've regarded her long as a child of my own; 
Nor can my affection more truly be ſhown, © 
Than by wiſhing to place the dear Girl in the arms 
Of the friend whoſe rare virtues are worthy | her charms. 
225  MoxLzy. 
Dear generous Felix, I'm quite overcome, 
Thy Boynty i is ſuch, it irikes Gratitude dumb! 
Coroner. | 
This was ever, my Friend, my moſt ſettled intention, 
Though my very juſt purpoſe I choſe not to mention, 
From the hope I ſhould find, what gladly embrace, 
A moment from which it may borrow ſome grace, 
When my gift its plain value may riſe far above, 
By the aid it affords to the wiſhes of Loe; 
And I own, as a prophet I'm proud of my art, | 
Now I ſee the effects of her charms on your heart. 
Monrey, : 
O Felix! can I thus deprive thy free ſpirit 
Of wealth, the reward of heroical mat; 
Can I the viQtorious Commander deſpoil | 
Of what he has purchag'd with — toll? 
Should lovę and delight on thy preſent attend, 1 
I could neyer be happy in robbing A F nend. i 
No, I ſtill muſt decline g- API TSS 
| "Bo Nrewot 4s, . 
| 15 34 ' My der Buy, fay no more: 
You" re * l that I never could meet with before, 
I have long ſought in vain for an heir to my mind,” ; 
But all my ſoul wiſh'd, in your ſpirit I find. 5 
You ſhall nor rob your Friend of a ſingle * Gold Moor, 
He can raiſe heirs enough to inherit his ſtore? 2. 
To 


* An Indian Coin. 
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To ſuch men as himſelf let him haſte to give birth, 
And with twenty young Felix's garniſh the earth. 
How trifling ſoever your fortune may be, 
From the Colonel's eſteem, and the virtues I . 
I think you as noble a match for my Niece, 5 
As I could, had you brought home a new golden fleece: 
I have money enough, if you're rich in affection.— 
As I always have talk'd of an equal conneQion, 
My neighbours, perhaps, may ſuppoſe my ſight dim, 
Or mock my wiſe choice as a generous whim : 
Let them ſtudy with zeal, which 1 hope may ſucceed, 
Of their horſes and dogs to improve the beſt breed; 
A fludy more noble engroſſes my mind, 
To preſerve the firſt points in the breed of 3 : 
On the heart and the ſoul, as the firſt points, I dwell, 
In theſe, my dear Children, you match migluy well; 
And I think human nature in debt to my care, 
For uniting two. mortals who happily pair. 
Colon EI. 
Your hand, my dear Knight, it is gloriouſly faid ! 4 

| SIX NicuoLas, 
By Juno we'll put the young Couple Wb 
We'll have no dl mene 88 

Mas. Felix. | 

Noa what ſay you, my Den, 5 
Are theſe orders for marriage t00.quick and ſevere? 
MozLey. 

My amazement and gratitude both are extreme, 
But my voice ſeems oppreſ i in a heavenly dream; 
Though your kindneſs is greater than language can paint, 
I beg this fair hand may be free from conſtraint. | 

SR NicnoLas. | 
From conſtraint !-—Gad, if now the affects to demur, 
I can tell her my wrath ſhe will ſo far incur, | 

She ſhall go to a convent for life, or at leaſt 

Be ſent as a venture herſelf to the Eaſt. 


2 SLI NA 


58 THE HAPPY- 2 


SLI A. 
My Uncle long haye abey'd, and at preſent 
J cannot complain, his commands are unpleaſant: + . 
Nay more; could he place all mankjad in my view, ee 
And bid me chuſe from them, my choice would be _ 
3 MonxLE v. | | 
To this dear declaration my liſe muſt reply, 
All words are too weak 
_ Sig Nicholas. | : 
| . | "Tha whole a L.deby, . . Lat 
To ſhew me a ſcene more delightful than this; 
Dear honeſt frank Girl, come and give me-a kifs.; 
Thou *rt the creature of Nature much more 1 
And I own thee agajo as the Child of my heart. 0% 
JonarTpnan, entering andpeaking 10 the Colnrel. - 
There are two cheſts for you, Sic, juſt come to bl. 
CoLoneL 5 
A few Indian things for the Ladie—that's all, _— 1425 
TT n pay thoſe who brought them with this. 


ARR money. * 
Mostar, c 


My brave lad muſt PR, in our general. 7 ol Een 
Here, Jonathan, if you re to marriage inclia d, 
And can luckily meet with a girl to your mind, . 
You may marry and ſettle, as ſoon as you pleaſe . EN 
The Colonel has taken good care of your eaſe. . 5 
ONATHAN. 
God bleſs him, whate'er be is pleas'd to 8 
I think I have found a kind ſweetheart below. 
| Mas. Felix 
He has made choice of Jenny; —and I will abs - 
A fortune, my F riend, for your good-humour'd Bride. 
SIX NicugLas. 
Egad, they ſhall have my new farm on the hill, 
And raiſe young recruits there as faſt they will. 
JonAaTHAN, 
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So and tell the old parſon to keep in the way. 


Heaven ſends you that fortune you nobly have lighted, 


This bright moral truth by your lot is expreſt, 
4 They who ſeek others” bliſs, are by Providence bl 
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JoNaTHAN. - 
Heaven proſper you all ! I will pray for yowever, 5 
And to ſerve my King ſtill, as I can, Fl endeavour. 
IExit. 
Six NicxoLAs. 
Well ſaid, honeſt Soldier ;—we'll have no delay, : 
CoLoNEL. 
Come with me, fair Couſin, examine my cheſts ; ; 
1 long to preſent you a few bridal veſts. 
Ms. Ferix, to MoxLey. 
As we view with delight the events of to-day, | 
A fair leſſon, my Friend, in your fate we ſurvey; 
While, from love to an aged fond parent, with ſpeed 
From wealth's open road you moſt kindly recede, 


And your warm filial piety here is requited ; 


SIR NicnoLas, 1 Morley. 
Here, my worthy young Friend, take and cheriſh this Fair, 


| And, truſt me, you'll find her deſerving your care; 
For although of her ſex ſhe may have a ſmall ſpice, 


She'll pleaſe you ten times where ſhe vexes you twice P 
And happy the man, in this ſkirmiſhing life, | 
Who is able to ſay half as much of his Wife. 
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a TRACEY 


OF THREE AG TY. 


PREFACE. 


E following Tragedy may perhaps attract 
the notice of the curious reader, more by 2 
literary anecdote relating to its fubject, than by 
any intrinfic merit as a dramatic * | 


The ſtory was recommended to Youxc by: the 
Author of Clarifſa.---The poet adopted it, and 
wrote a ſingle act; but this ſhared the fate of his 
other unfiniſhed manufcripts, and, according to 


the direction of his will, was committed to the 
flames. 


Theſe particulars, with a conciſe ſketcly of the 
ſtory as related by RicHaRDsoN, were communi- 
cated to Mr. Thoxxrox by the poet's very li- 
beral and amiable Son, the neighbour and the 
much- eſteemed relation of my dear departed friend, 
who wiſhed me to build a tragedy: upon this foun- 


dation. 


Some particular circumſtances prevented me at 


that time from executing the deſire of a perſon, 
who, from the integrity of his judgment, and the 
uncommon warmth of his. friendſhip, had an un- 

- | diſputed 


[ 64 J 


diſputed title to influence my ſtudies. wr Other 
works had engaged me, and this dramatic ftory 
lay for ſome years neglected: but in looking over 
the letters of my ftill-valued, though loſt eorreſ- 
pondent, it ſtruck me with new force. As the 
diſtreſs, with which it abounds, is of a private 
nature, it appeared to me fingularly calculated for 
my purpoſe of forming a drama for a domeſtic 
theatre. I have therefore, with ſome conſiderable 
alterations in the principal incident, raiſed from 
it a tragedy of three acts; with what ſucceſs, it is 
now the. . of _ readers ta pronounce. 


I will not attempt to influence their deciſion by 
any arguments in its behalf; but let me be allowed 
to cloſe this ſhort preface with a little poetical ac- 
knowledgment to the two literary illuſtrious friends, 
who firſt marked the ſtory for the tragic Muſe, and 
from whom it has accidentally deſcended to me. 


$-.O NNE r. 


-BLEST 1 ! with whoſe fame the world 
has rung, I 

n minds, of philanthropic mold! 
Pathetic RichAx DSO ſublimer Youns ! 
To you let me inſeribe the leaves, that hold 
A theme, ye once conſulted to unfold ! 
Fairer its fortune, had not death's deſpite 

\ Torn 
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1 
Torn from the ſilenc d bard this tale half-told ! 


O could I blend thoſe beams, whoſe ſep rate light 


Forms each a glory round your rival brows, 
Sublimity and Pathos! efluence bright 


Of higheſt genius l but in vain ſuch vows : 
Yet in the reach of emulation's flight 


One eminence ye ſhare :---be that my end ! 
Teach me to rank with) you, as Virtue's friend ! 
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SCENE I. The Governor's Caftle. 
Lupercio and Marcella, 


MARCELLA. | | 
ET ardent friendſhip be the bond between us, 
But O ſubdue this inauſpicious love, 
And chace it from thy breaſt ! 
Luezkcio, 5 
Ilgmpoſſible! 
Think, cruel monitor, thro' what long years 
My heart has cheriſh'd an encreaſing paſſion, 
Till it is grown a portion of my being 
Which I can ne'er relinquiſh but with life! 
MarceLtLa. 
I know, that from our days of infancy 
Thy vows have had the ſanction of my father ; 
And from the period when he firſt became 
The governor of this fait city, he . 
Has lean'd towards thee with an anxious hope 
To call thee by the tender name of ſon : | 
Nor can the world reprove his generous wiſhes, 
For Barcelona's walls contain no youth | 
Of nobler blood, or higher eſtimation. 
| >} Þ : 


Luygxcio. 


= WARCELLE & 


| - Lupgxcio. 

Lovely encomiaſt ! ſure the ſongs of ſeraphs, 
And all the wondrous harmonies of Heaven, 
Can never ſtrike more:ſweetly on the ſoul, 
Than the frank praiſe of thoſe angelic lips. 

MaxcELLA. 
I ſhould Ait my own uncandid heart, 
If it refus'd that tribute of applauſe 
Which ſelfiſh pride, and jealous envy pay 
To thy acknowledg'd merit. —Yes1 Lupercio, 
F own, thy rank, and thy accompliſt'd youth, 
Might juſtly challenge a return of fondneſs 
From the moſt haughty of our flatter'd ſex ; 
Yet truſt me, and I ſpeak the words of friendſhip, 
*T were wiſer in thee, even could my tongue 
Pronounce the free compliance thou entreateſt, 
To turn thy partial eyes from cold Marcella, 
And for thy wife ſolicit me no more. 

UPERCIQ, 

Mock not my ſenſes with ſuch admenition 
As reaſon muſt revolt from i Wouldſt thou fay 
To the poor wretch, wha after many a ſtep 
O'er Afric's burning ſands, half dead with drought, 

_Holds in his parch'd and eager hand at laſt | 
The liquid bleſſing, that he long has pin'd for: 
Then wouldſt thou ſay, that wiſdom bids him daſh 
The falutary treaſure from his tongue, 

And periſh by the thirſt that waſtes his being? 
Such, and more cruel is thy counſel now, 
That would induce me to renounce thy charms, 5 
Een in theſe moments, when thy father's friegdſbip 
Had fill'd my ſoul with panting expectation 
To bear thy heavenly voice declare me bhappy- 

MARCELLA.. | 
| I know my father's re and by bis worth 


4% ? * * 


1 ſwear, 
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I ſwear, my heart oft wiſhes for the power 
Moſt fondly to fulfil them. 
18 Lor EA (io. 
| Ha! what bar, 
What ſecret bar, from quick-ey'd Love conceal'd, 
Has envious fortune rais d to thwart our union? 
Vou ſay, that you regard me as your friend; 
Then honour me with ftiendfhip's deareſt claim, 
Unbounded confidence !-umfold your heart!— 
If, to cut off the promife of my bliſs, 
If there is aught of unknown fondineſs thers, 
Which fears a father's eye, confide in re! 
And though againſt myſelf— 
-  MakctrLa. 
Ingenudus youth 7 
Your mind is noble, but you little khow © 
Marcella's heart, above all tow diſtguiſe, 
Proud of it's truth, nor patient of cbntroul. 
| __Lvytxcio. | 
Pardon the fond furmiſe of fearful love! 
If thy ſoft breaſt is free from predileQion, 
What other bar and yet there may be other; 
Nature perhaps has curs'd me with defects 
Offenſive to thy ſight ; ſome natural blemiſk. 
Of mind, or feature, which thy delicate ſenſe 
Tries to endure, but cannot. 
 MaRcELLa. 
No l by Heaven! 
| the noble ſtranger, whom we ſaw 
At maſs this mornihg, and whoſe ſignal graces 
Drew from us both obſervance of his perſon, 
My eyes ne'er gaz d upon a comelier youth: 
And reaſon tells me, that I ought to love thee: 
But my heart ſhrinks perverſely from byr voice. 
Oft have I try'd to bend my wayward ſpirit 
To crown thy conſtant vows, and bleſs my father ; 
F 1 ; Yet 
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Yet ever as my ſoul purſues that thought, 
A ſecret tremor in my boſom bids me 
Recoil from thy embraces, whiſpering there, 
That I was only born to be thy bane. 

Lur ERcio. 


Thou! . my bane ! Thou art my life's ſupport ; 


As dear, and as eſſential to my being, 


As the bleſt radiance of the ſun to nature. | 


Theſe are the airy fears of virgin ſoftneſs, 
Moſt apt to harbour in the lovelieſt minds. 
Baniſh the viſionary dread, and give 


Thy lighten'd heart to all the joys that court thee ; 


Thy father's prayers, the vows of all our friends 
Will ſhed propitious luſtre on our union: 
Hymen can never light his genial flame 

With happier auſpices ; but were they dark -_ 


And hideous as the ſick man's feveriſh dreams; 


Wert thou, inſtead of noble Garcia's heireſs, 

The child of want, and penury thy dower, 

I Rill ſhould pant as fondly for thy hand; 

Still in thy wondrous charms and lovely virtues 

Think all the bleſſings of the earth compriz d. 
MakxczILA. 

I know thee generous to a fond extreme : 

It has ſubdu'd my waywardneſs of temper, 

And, fpite of the reluQance that I feel 

To ſpeak the important words, I will be thine. 

Lor ERAcio. 

Bleſt be that ſound I it is an angel's voice, 

Freeing the ſpirit of a tortur'd martyr, 

And opening to his view the heaven he ſigh'd for. 
-——  MaxcELLa. 

And yet I fear | 

, 
Wound not enraptur d love 


With 
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With vain diſtruſt ! but name the bliGful day, 
When my fond heart— _ 
| MaxczLLA. 

I faid, I will be thine: 
Do not with cruel importunity, 
Now preſs me farther! As I frankly told thee, 
My ſoul, I know not why, is out of tune ; 
Give me a little time to regulate 
The ſtrange emotion of my mind, and try | 
To meet m_ as I wiſh, without theſe terrors. 
LopERCIO. 
Thou dear directreſs of my fate! thy will 
Shall ever ſway the conduct of my life, 
Howe'er it thwart me. — Vet, I pray thee, name 
Some period, on which hope may dwell, to ſooth 
The reſtleſs interval ! or kindly give me 
dome * of thy dear promiſe! 
MarceLLa, 
| Take this ring, . 
Of curious workmanſhip, near Tunis found, 
And given my father by a noble Moor; 
The wife of Aſdrubal, you know the ehe, | 
Plunging amidſt the flames, in which ſhe periſhed! 
Wear this a month, then claim me as your bride! 
But if you value me, preſerve the Fuel 
For if you loſe this ſymbol of my faith, 
Your negligence may lead me to retract 
A l ſo reluctantly pronounc'd. 
Luyercio. 
Reſt 3 thou radiant harbinger of bliſs; 
Truſt me, my love, and by thyſelf I ſwear, 
That ſooner ſhall my ſoul and body part. 
Than this dear gem be wreſted from the finger 
Where now it ſhines. —0 let me kiſs the hand 
Which has ent ich'd me with a Ne ſo precious; 


2 And 


— 


enn 


And let my lips thus ratify our compact 1 | 
{While be is kiffing ber hand, 
Enter the Governor, Hernandez, and a female Attendant. 
GovErnoR. 
Why, this is well: T like this pleaſing hew 
Of mutual tenderneſs—She has relented, 
And will be your's, Lupercio ? - 
UPERCIQ. 
Yes, my father, 
I now may call you by that valued title ; 
My bliſsful doom has paſs'd thoſe lovely lips, 
And ſhe is now irrevocably mine. 
|  _ GovERNon. 
May every bleſſing my paternal prayers 
Can aſk of Heaven, deſcend upon you both! 
Thy free conſent delights me: and thou art 
My age's comfort. 


Ma RCELLA. , 
When I ceaſe to be ſo, 
May life forſake me l twill have loſt all value. 
| 85 GoveRNaOR, 
My tender child, I thank thee : but thou lead'ſt me 
Wide of my preſent aim.—With thee, Lupercio, 
J muſt on buſineſs. of the tate awhile 
Hold private converſe : I'll releaſe thee ſoon. 
To the ſoft object of thy tend'rer thoughts. 
Meantime, my daughter, as the hour of veſyers 
Now ſummons you, pray for us, and implore _ 
Your Guardian Saint to make your nuptials happy. 
Your ſervants wait you G !—on your-retutn 
You'll find us in the caſtle, and at leiſure 
To dedicate the hours to love and joy.— 
Now mark me, thou brave youth, 
(Retires to the Jaber part * the ſtage with Lupercio.) 


Ma RCELLA, 
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MarcELLA- 
Hernandez, you may reſt at home—you know 
'Tis not your duty to attend on me, 
As I have oft inform'd you.—It is ſtrange 
My father ſuffers his old fooliſh ſteward 
To peſter me with ſuch officious ſervice. 
HexnanpDez, 
Dear lady, do not frown—l have no joy 
But to gaze on you, whereſoe er you go, 
And follow like your ſhadow.— Would my ſnape 
Were half ſo graceful !—then I think your eyes 
Could never view me with an angry glance. 
MARCELLA. 
Hence, ſaucy vaſſal !—Howſoe'er my father ES 
Uſe thy prepoſterous paſſion for his mirth, | 
It ſhall not thus inſult me.— Hence! I bid thee 
For ever ſhun my preſence. 
[Drops ber glove. 
HERNANDEZ (preſenting the glove.) 
| But kind chance | 
Is more my friend, and makes me ſtill your ſervant. 
| MarceLLa. 
Away! Fantaſtic inſolence l begone ! 
I will not feed thy vanity, by wearing | 
Aught which thy touch has ſullied. Iſabel, 
Take it, and draw its fellow from my arm ! 
Bring other gloves, and follow me to veſpers. 
| [Exeunt Marcella and ber attendant. 
- HegeRNANDEZ. 
Inſulting fair ! I yet may find a moment 
To triumph o'er thy ſcorn. 
The Governor and Lupercio advance from the end of 
the Hage. | 
Governor. | 
How vow, aides! | 
ö What! 
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74 MAR CE L L A: 
What ! has your miſtreſs chid you from her 1 
Ham indeed to blame, to treat ſo long 
Your fooleries with levity and laughter. 
Henceforth, in this my young and noble friend 
You mult reſpe& a huſband's dignity, 
And dare to wound my daughter's ear no more 
With ſounds of amorous dotage. 
Lor ERKcio. 
Good Hernandez, 
Vou know the infireity of Spaniſh huſbands ; 
And you're ſo ſtudied in your lady's temper, 
I may regard you as a dangerous rival. 
HeananDez. 
I ſtand corrected. C fide.) Curſe his happy-ftars! 
And curſe his proud and thinly veil'd contempt ! 
Howe'er deformity may make my figure 
The butt of his derifion, I've a ſpirit, 
In which this fair-limb'd youth may feel a rival 
More dangerous than his vanity believes. [Extt. 
Governor, 
That faithful ſervant is depriv'd of ſenſe 
By the abſurdeft paſſion that e er triumph'd 
O'er manly reaſon: he was juſtly noted 
Far the beſt qualities that grace his ſtation, 
Intelligerce and duty, till my daughter 
Advanc'd to womanhood ; but from that period, 
E'en in proportion as her beauties ripen'd, 
His faculties have ſeem'd upon the wane. 
I have too lightly ſported with his frenzy, 
Which call d for harſher diſcipline. 
| Lurgxcio. 


e O] no, 

I feel he is entitled to compaſſion ; 

Marcella has thoſe faſcinating charms, 
Which may intoxicate the ſobereſt mind, . 4 : 
1 . | Ti 
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Till all its ſenſes reel.—I cannot wonder 
Age and deformity forget their nature 
By living in her ſight, and only feel 


Thas ſhe has beauty which inflames to nn | 


GoveRNoOR. 
She may indeed (with pride the father 1 it) 
Be number'd with the lovelieſt of her ſex. 


With joy, brave youth, but with an anxious Joy, 8 


I give her to thy guard. 

Luyzxc1o. 

Doubt not my love! 

Governos. 
Truſt me, I do not: but anxiety 
Is the bigh tax, which fond affection pays 
For all its pleaſures ; and parental hearts, 
As thou may'ſt prove hereafter, pay it double. 
Beſides, my daughter, lovely as ſhe is, 
Has qualms that claim the niceſt care, 

Lure xcio. | 
She has a generous pride, which to her ſoul 
Gives awful beauty, and'proclaims it free 
From all that poor and petty artifice, 
Which manly arrogance ane to think 
\\ Inherent in her ſex, 

_ GoveRNoOR. | 

Lou know, Lupercio, 
She is the only child that ever nature 
Enrich'd me with; my tenderneſs, diſdaining 
The rigid cuſtoms of her ſex and country, 
Has rear'd her with a freedom little known 
To Spaniſh fair-ones ; for I wiſh'd to make her, 
Not the cag'd vaſſal of parental power, 
But truth and nature's chaſte and free diſciple, 
Her early temper join d with my affection 
To li me in this conduct; for, believe Wes. 


N 
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Her 
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Her mind is like the element of fue ; | 
Treat it with gentle caution, it will thine 
The radiant miniſter of joy and comfort ; 
But cloſe eonfinement, or a blind neglect, 
May rouſe its perilous energies to ſpread 
Unthought-of ſcenes of miſery and terror. 
— Lvegxcio. 
Truft me, I never will prophane her virtue 
"th abject jealouſy and harſh conſtraint, 
 Govaganoer. 
On this nice topic, in our hours of leiſure, IND 
We'll ſpeak more largely, when your juſt affection 
Will give kind audience to a father's counſel, 1 
Now other cares demand us. Vou forget 
The buſineſs I've entruſted to your guidance, 
Which calls for quick diſpatch. . 
Lupe Ro. | 
Forgive me, Sir! _ 
May love, has miſer, who locks up our thoughts, 
Nor lets them circulate, as duty orders, 2 
Plead with me for your pardon! -I am gone. [Exit. 
GovzRNOR. 8 
My bleſſing be thy guard! Long have 1 wiſh'd 
To give my daughter to this virtuous youth ; 
But tis the doom of age, in deeds of moment, 
To feel the fit of warm defire ſucceeded 
By terror's aguiſh tremblings, I begin 
| To fear I've preſs'd too far her generous, mindy” 
To what her heart recoils from; for ſhe weds 
To indulge a father's wiſhes, not her own. 
"Tis true, the tendereſt motives have impell'd me 
To urge this union, eager to entruſt 
Her peace and honour to a kind protector: LE 
But anxious love, tho' probity may guide it, 4 
* with a fond an. foil ES NY 
I | Its 


A: FTEAGHDY 


Its own dear purpoſe, and with dizzy raſhneſs 
Leaps in the dreaded gulph it ſtrives to ſhun.— 
My child return'd fa ſoen! and with a ranger! 
What may this mean? 2 
. Enter Marcella nid Mendoza. 
| MznDnoza. 
It moves, I ſee, thy wonder, | 
Thou honaqur'd. veteran, that thus uncheek'd 
By ceremony's juſt obſervances, 
A youth unknown intrudes upon thy preſence, 
And dares to make this lovely maid his herald, 
GOVERNOR. 
Whoe er thou art, young Signor, I muſt own 
"Thy graceful ſemblance prompts me-to believe 
Thou haſt no common claim to courteſy. 
Mzsnnoza. 
Tis poſſible thaw art nat unacquainted 
With young Mendoza's name. 
GoV Non. 
Who knows it not? 
Spain has no martial ſon, whoſe generous veins 
Hold richer blood; and fame reports Mendoza 
A youth, whoſe opening virtues have reflected 
New honour on his noble anceſtry, 
Our country, with a fond, impatient pride, 
Expects him from his travels; but tis faid 
That, grac'd with a diſcerning monarch's-friendſhip, 
He purpoſes to paſs another year 
At the Imperial court. | 
Mennoza. 
| Such as he is, 
Mendoza ſtands before thee, and thou ſeeſt him 
1 anxious, humble ſuitor to thy bounty. 
' Governor. 


To me, wy Lord! 


MzNDOZA. 


75 Re 


| Menpoza. | 
To thee, thou La father! 
To thee, thou bleſt poſſeſſor of a treaſure, 
That turns all other wealth to poverty! ? | 
Oft had [ heard thy lovely daughter prais'd £ 
As beauty” s ſtandard, and no more allowing 
A competition with inferior fair-ones, 
Than the rich diamond's blaze admits compare 
With the dark amethyſt, or clouded opal, 
It was my wiſh, in paſſing thro” your city, 
Unknown to gaze upon this beauteous wonder, 
As on a prodigy of nature's work, 
Supreme in lovelineſs ; which to have ſeen, 
Gives to the eye that ſaw it a proud ſparkle 
Of exultation, whenſoe'er tis nam'd. 
GovEAN dx. 5 

This laviſh praiſe, my Lord, at once © 'erwhelms me Uo: 
With joy and pain ; and both in the extreme. — 
Pray do not ſpoil, by thus o'er-rating them, 
The fimple charms of an unpoliſh'd girl! 
_ Menpoza. 

Your canon! *tis not in the power of language 

To ſtate their excellence. —At maſs this morning 

My eager eyes firſt feaſted on their fight : 
I thought I ne' er had ſeen till that bleſt moment ; I 
For on my raviſh'd ſenſe her beauty burſt, 
Dazzling and dear, as new-imparted light 
To one, "oe viſual organs from his childhood 
Had pin'd in moping darkneſs from that hour 
My heart cries loadly, that the earth contains 


No prize worth my contention, but her love.— 


Report inform'd me, that her ſoft affections 
Are yet unfix d; tho' an accompliſh'd youth, 
Fondly preſuming on a. father's friendſhip, 
Hopes hourly for the promiſe of her hand. $ 
7 Fir 
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Fird by theſe tidings, as again I ſaw her 
Approach the hallow'd precinQs of the temple, 
I threw me at her feet, conjur'd her pity 
To guide me to your preſence, and implor'd 
The Guardian Saint, whoſe votary I ſued to, 
That when we next that ſacred pavement trod, 
Heaven might exalt me to the bliſsful honour 
To lead her to the altar. | | 
MaxceLlLa, 
DODſfft in vain 
I pray'd the gallant ſtranger to forbear 
His unavailing ſuit, nor vex my father 
With fruitleſs importunity. 
MxNDO:ZzA. 
To both 
I bend for pardon, that my violent love 
Dar'd to o'er-rule the mortifying counſel 
Of maidenly reſerve, and modeſt fear. 
If yet thy heart, that throne of happineſs, 
Be vacant, I implore thy father's leave 57 
To join the conteſt for a prize, whoſe value 
Might tempt the monarchs of the world in arme 
To hazard each his empire. 
GovERNOR. 
Noble youth ! 
Thy generous warmth ſo wins on my eſteem, 
I will entruſt thy own ingenuous heart 
To judge the cauſe, where e en thy love's a party. 
The hour's not paſt, in which, with her aſſent, 
| I gave my daughter to a valiant friend, 
Who long has lov'd her; tho? 1 frankly own 
His birth and fortune make him not thy equal. 
Such is my ſtory : now aſſume my place, 
And anſwer for mel Say! . ſhall I, a ſoldier, | 
An old plain ſoldier, honeſty m y pride! 1 099} 
Shall 
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Shall I revoke my promiſe, at the lure 
Of intereſt and aubition? 
Menvoz a. 
Thou haſt found 
The way to n all Mendota's ardour: 
Thy words benumb my ſoul; but thou ſhalt fee 
My wounded heart has virtue ts decide 
Againſt itſelf. Mendoza's voice ſhall never 
Prompt to the lips of honourable age 
The abjeR ſounds of infamy.—Shalt thou 
Revoke thy promiſe! no! thou brave vid man, 
Not tho my life ſhould end by aeg eee | 
Let the vain ſons of Italy and France —- 
Attempt, by mental alchemy, te turn 
The lead of falſhood into wiſdom's gold, 
And fink, their own poor bubbles, in ere 
It is the glory of a true Caſtilian 
To ſcorn ſuch arts, and hold his word once drs 
As ſacred * a God. 
' GovERrnoR, 
There woke the ſpirit of Caftilian honour. 
Brave youth! I yet will love thee as my ſon, 
Tho? fate forbid ſuch union. Let us hence, 
It may amuſe thy generous mind to ſhew thee 
The precinQa of our caſtle. 3 
Menz! 
| | Well thou warneſt 
Thy giddy gueſt to fly a dangerous banquer 5 | 
Where his warm foul drinks poiſon,—Matchlefs Fulr-one? | 
I muſt perforce from thy enchanting preſence , 
Tear my reluctant heart, while yet I can; 
Before the firm refolve of ' honour melts 
In that full blaze of frenzy-kindling beauty. 
I go:;—Still, ere 1 quit theſe walls for ever, 
I ſhall implore one parting interview; & 2 
Tabs | ut 
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But for a few ſhort moments, but to utter 
My ardent vows, that Heaven. may make thee happy; 
And to entreat, that as the years roll on, 
And bring thee, as I hope they will, new bleſſinge, 
Thou 'lt deign, at leaſt on this revolving day, 
To think not harſhly of my hapleſs paſſion, 
And . one W of pity to Mendoza. 
[Exit,. with the Governor. 
| MaRrCELLA. 

He's gone, ere my fall heart allow'd me power 
To frame one grateful accent to the man, 
For whom alone my unconſtrained lips 
Could utter vows of genuine tenderneſs. 
Enchanting youth !—Doft thou implore my pity? 
Thou canſt not need compaſſion: love and joy 
Will, as thy guardian ſpirits, hover round thee; - - - 
Jam the wreteh, whoſe lacerated mind 
Cries out for pity, which I do not merit, 
Fool that I was! by a reluQant promiſe 
To violate the heart's prerogative! 
This injur'd ſovereign now awakes to vengeance, 
And I deſerve theſe tortures. O Lupercio! 
Thou wert before an object, from whole touch 
My conſcious frame receil'd What art thou now ? 
Thy very name js diſcord in my ear. 
That agitates'my wounded brain to frenzy. 
And ſhall I wed thee ? take thee to my boſom? 
An aſpic ſooner l from whoſe dearer cla 
My miſeries might hope for welcome death! 
Yet how eſcape thee, and maintain at once 
My father's honour and my own unſhaken? 
O for ſome kind aſſiſtant! whoſe i invention 
May o'er my darken d thoughts diffuſe one glimpſe 
Of 2 light!-—Here comes a miniſter 
Who wants not will to ferve me, 

| Enter 
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Enter Hernandez. 
HERRNANVoö zZ. 
5 Haſte, dear lady; 
Yor father aſks a moment's parley with you 
In private, and before he walks abroad 
To ſhow our ramparts to a noble ſtranger. 
MaxrceLLa. 


Canſt thou, Hernandez, baniſh from thy memory 


All my paſt anger, and exert thy powers 
To gain my favor by one ſingle ſervice. . 
HERNANMDERZz. 
Aſk me if I exiſt; for while I live, 
I hold my life devoted to your pleaſure. , 
MarcELLa. 
I'll put thee to the trial, far the taſk 
Allows not e'en a moment of delay. 
Know then, I fooliſhly have given Lupercio 
My ring, the pledge of an unguarded promiſe, 
Which my wrong d heart forbids me to fulfil. - 
IT warn'd him, if he chanc'd to loſe the jewel, 
Our compact ſhould be void. If thou'lt deviſe 
Some lucky artifice to lure it from him, 
Thou ſhalt have thrice the value of the gem. 
He ANAN DEZ. 
Wouldft thou elude thy nuptials with Lupercio? 
The bleſt intelligence revives my foul ! 
+, 2. +: MACSCELLA. 
He is the hated hes, on whoſe removal 
My heart might enter paradiſe, and follow 
The dear ſuggeſtions of unfetter'd love. 
_ ., HeananDEz. 
Enough ! ! thou ſhalt be miſtreſs of thyſelf. 
 MaRCELLA. - 
Make me but that—My father calls—but that, 
And I'll reward thee, till thyſelf ſhalt own 


ha? 


— 
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My gratitude a prodigal in bounty. 

Loſe not a moment ſet me free to-night, 

And thro' my every hour of future life 

Tl bleſs thes for the ſervice. * _ [Exit. 
Hernandez, | 
Then to-night 

Shall rid thee of Lupercio.—Thou ſhalt feel, 

Sarcaſtic boy l · I am a dangerous rival. 

I know in what lone quarter of the ramparts 

Nightly thou walk'ſt in amorous contemplation, 

Murmuring fantaſtic crotchets to the moon: 

There if I miſs thee, ſtill the blended fires 

Of love and of revenge ſhall aid my ſearch, 

And guide my thirſty poniard to thy heart. 


End of ACT l. 


N II. 


SCENE I. 


MaxczTLA ane . | 
HE night is paſt, but the all-cheering mora 
Fails to diſpel the darkneſs of my ſoul : 
My reſtleſs heart yet beats with blended throbs 
Of anguiſh and delight, at the idea - 5 
That theſe fond eyes may, with my father's leave, 
Gaze once Again upon the dear Mendoza. 8 
O might they in our parting cloſe for ever! 
'Tis ſtrange I yet hear nothing of Hernandez. 
But what can he ?—-l was indeed an idiot © 
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To think his paltry aid could terminate 
My miſeries; I might as well believe 
That the poor current of a ſcanty brook 
Might quench the conflagration of the globe. 
O would thoſe final flames, that will conſume 
This gloomy world, this ſtage of wretchedneſs, 
Were kindling now | for mv delivet'd ſoul, 
Eſcaping from worſe horrors, could rejoice 
In that dread ſcene of fiery deſolation, 
And think it bliſs to-periſh with Mendoza. 
Me un OA (entering.) 
« And think it bliſs to periſh with Mendoua!” - 
Extatic ſounds l may 1 believe my fenſe ! 
Have I ſuch tender intexeſt in thatboſom ? 
MaRrcELLa.. 
Tis not well done, my lord, thus at the dawn 
To ſteal upon my privacy, and rob 
A wounded ſpirit of its ſole ſupport, 
The ſecrecy of woes beyond a cure. 
MN DO zA. 
Pardon the impatient ſpeed. of anxious paſſion ! 
I have nor reſt, nor joy, but in thy preſence, 
And haſten'd to thee, in the ſad belief, 
(A burden which my heart would now throw off 
That this dear interview muſt prove the laſt. h 
MaxczLLA. 
The laſt indeed it muſt be 
MunDoza. 
| If thy voice 
Can ſpeak with ſuch fwret kindneſs of Mendoza, 
Thou wilt-revoke that ſenterice ; and what power 
Shall burſt the hallow'd ties of mutual love, 
And tear or wean ſpirits from each other? i | 
MARCELLA. 


Fe wer of y tie, imperious Honour! 


Honour, 
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Honour, who has already by thy vole. 
Pronounc'd the rm immutakle decran, 
That this ill-fated hand muſt not be thine; 


Manna. | 

Urge not ag4ink me the confus d decifian 

Of ignorance and blind miſtaken pride 

When I confirm'd thy father in his purpo . 

I knew not, that ta keep his fatal ward = 

He muſt become a tyrant to thy heart, 

And violate the deareſt rights af nature. 

I knew not that Mendoza's ardent love 

Had in thy boſom rais'd the bleſt emotion 

Of tender Tmparhy- | 

DINED 

Q that my heart 

Had not unwarily berray'd\i it's weakneſs! 

Then might a juſt ingenuous pride have taught me: 

To bear the painful fecret to my grave. 

Mono. | | 

Unkindly faid !—lIf ſuch. could be thy * 

Thou haſt not lord Mendoza. 5 

 Mazcenria. 
Think ſo exer! 

I have not lov'd him ; duty, faith, forbid it: 

1am aftianc'd to & generous youth, 

Who claims the full domioian of my heart: 

Nor ſhall Mendoza's image luck within it, 

To prove the aſſaſſin of my peace and-hogour. 

| Mennpoza. 

O lovely haughtineſa of mind I this conflict, 

This agitation of thy artlefs boſom, 

Proves the enchanting truth, I am belav'd:. 

I read it in thoſe [weetly-ſpeakiag eyes, 

Where the faint ſpark of anger is extinguith'd 

1 ne tendernsſs, * thus I clafp thee, 


' Kind 
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Kind ſympathy gives to thy every nerve 

Delicious ſoftneſs ; and thy ſwelling heart 

Vibrates in uniſon with mine, to form 

Th' extatic harmony of mutual love.— 

Thou weep'ſt !—O Heaven! I feel theſe precious drops 

Fall on my wounded breaſt, like liquid fire. 

O, I had rather draw upon my head 

The worſt of human ills, thy hate and ſcorn ! | 

Rather than touch thee with an ill-ſtarr'd paſſion, - 

If it muſt prove a ſource of ſorrow to thee, 

And quench the radiance of thine eyes in tears. 
 MaxcetLa. 

I can believe thee, for thy noble ſoul. | 

Is honour's ſanctuary.— Then, as my friend, 

Let me implore the firmneſs of thy ſpirit 

To aid the treacherous failing of my own ! 

I am indeed unpractis d in the arts 

My ſex is fam'd for; I have not the ſkill 

To hide th' emotions of a feeling heart : 

And I will lay it open to thy view. | 

I will avow, that if my wayward fortune 

Had not forbid the. union of our hands, 

1 would have met the ardour of thy vows 

With all the frankneſs of fimplicity, | 

Proud of its pleaſing lot. I would have pray'd 

For undecaying charms to keep thy love, 

Bleſſing the God who form'd 1 us for each _ 

But fince the bar— | . 


Manas 22. | 
FPehbere is, there ſhall be none: 
We'll urge thy heart s unalienable right 
To be the ſole: diſpoſer of thy beauty. 
"MaxceLLa. 
O ſpeak not thus !—my. own unbalanc'd mind, 
Whirl'd in the eddies of * thought, . N 
„ 


Already has been hurried much too far 

From the ſafe courſe integrity preſcribes. 

But the remembrance of thy bright example 

Shall be my glorious guide, and ftill preſerve me. 

How nobly haft thou ſaid, thou wouldſt not urge 

My honour'd father to revoke his promiſe, 

Not if thy life ſhould end by its completion ! 

Shalt thou, a ftranger ! thus againſt thyſelf 

Stand forth the firm aſſerter of his honour, 

And ſhall his child betray it? 
__. - . MgnpDoza. 


- 


Do not wound 
Thy own pure ſpirit by this groundleſs ſeruple! 
TT TT AY a 
It is conviction, founded on the laws, 
Th' unqueſtionable laws of faith and virtue. 


l muſt for ever fly thee, or diſgrace 


My father and myſelf, -And ſhall I heap 

Grief, diſappointment, miſery, and ſhame 

| Upon my father's head? And what a father! 
Rough as he is in the rude ſcene of arms, 

The ſterneſt ſoldier of his time, to me 

The awful thunder of his voice has ſoften'd 

Een to the tender ſweetneſs of a lute. 

With me he has for ever thrown aſide 

All the aſperities of harſh command, 

And diſciplin'd my wayward infancy - 

With all the mildneſs of a mother's love, 

: Map zA. 
O might I aid thee in thy deareſt office, 
To pay him back thoſe long and large arrears 


. 
* 
8 
8 * 
- 
. 
. 
- 


Of tenderneſs and care! —Yes! we will make it 5 


The inceſſant ſtudy of our days to lighten 
Whatever load encroaching age lays on him; 
And by the ſweet ſolicitude extend  . 
The limit of his bleſt and honour'd life. 


Max- 
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Marcella. 
Could it be ſuch, our lot indeed were happy ; 
But *tis impoſſible. Should I, forgetring 
The ſanctity of promiſes, ſhould 1 | 
Attempt to burſt the fetters that involve me, 
And ſtruggle io be your's, it could not be : 
Kind as he is, my farher's firmer ſpirit 
In points of honour is inflexible! 
Could I myſelf deſcend and wounded pride 
Revolts at the idea—could I ſtoop 
To beg, that he would comtenance my falſhood, 
I know his anſwer - Would'ſt thou, he would cry, 
Make me an object of the world's contempt ? 
Shall I be cenſur'd as a fordid wretch, | 
Who, having given my daughter to a friend, 
Cheated his hopes, and ſold her venal beauty 
To the rich — Mendoza's fortune?“ 
-  Munpora. 

Periſh the envious ſpirits, who could krbovr 
So baſe a thought of him who gave thee being ! 
But ſhould he be reproach'd, (as pureſt virtue, 
And the beneficence of Heaven itſelf, 
Scapes not ſuch prophanation) it were better, 
Than to behold thy peace of mind deſtrayd, 
And thy ſoft heart corroded by the ſhackles, 
The galling ſhackles of a joyleſs marriage. — 
Think what it is to preſs the nuptial conch; 
When, for the roſes Love ſhould ſcatter there, 
The fiend Antipathy has form'd it's pillow 
Of ſharpeſt thorns, that lecerate the brain! 

 MarceLLa. 
I know it muſt be agony far worſe 
Than death's ſevereſt pang : the thought already 
Has thrown my troubled mind from off it's balanee, 


And plung'd me in digroction.— Thou art cel, 
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To ſet my woes thus forcibly before me, 
And aggravate the anguiſh of my fate. 
.. Menvoz;. 
Think rather, that with fond anxiety 
] warn you of the precipice you tread, 
And pant to fave you trembling on its brink, 
MarxcELLa. 
I pray you leave me, for your dangerous aid 
Can but enereaſe the horrors of my * 
O leave me, I conjure you! - 
 Mgnpoza. 
7 Once aſſure 1 me, 

You will endeavour to draw back your hand 
From this abhorr'd alliance, I will reſt 
On the faint hope which may ariſe from thence. 

MagceELLa. | 

Whatever I can do, and not deſtroy 
My father's peace and honour, ſhall be done: 
For O, *tis certain, rather than be dragg'd 
The victim of Lupercio's nuptial triumph, 

My heart would chuſe to languiſh life away 

In the lone walls of fame ſequeſter'd cell, 

Where not one pleaſing ſound could footh my — 

Save when I clot d ſome melancholy prayer 

With the dear echo of Mendoaa's name. 

Mendoza. 

Enchanting ſoftneſs! thou ſhak yet be mine, 

And theſe heart-rending ſighs ſhall turn to rapture, 

MaxcELLa. 
I hear my father's ſtep; depart, I pray thee{! 
Menpezs. 

By Heaven, my feet ſeem rooted to this 9 
And have not power to bear me from thy proſence| . 
Enter the Governor. 

 Goynryor. 


Ah, wy young fiend! youth wants a monitor 5 
To 


* 


To bid it mark the rapid flight of time. 
4 this your momentary interview ? 


This iron bondage that corrodes my ſoul. 


| To meet him ſoon; complaining of his loſs. - 


i 

| 
l 

| 
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= ! force me not to play the teſty laber, 
And chide you from my roof 


Mzgnpoza. 

| O pardon me, 
I will but ſeal one vow of tender friendſhip 
Qn this fair hand, and inſtantly attend you.—" 
Farewell! Thou art the lovelieſt work of Heaven, 
And may its pureſt ſpirits be thy guard! 

[Exit, with the Governar. 
MaxctLLs. 

Torn from me ! baniſh'd from my view. for ever! 
O, ſhall theſe wretched eyes behold no more 
The darling of their fight ! and as each morn 
Of hated life returns, ſhall they be forc'd 
To gaze upon the object that they loath) 
Sure all the ſubtleſt of the infernal fiends - 
Are leagu'd to curſe me with their keeneft tortures. 
Ah, ſenſeleſs wretch ! my folly is the fiend 
From whom this miſery ſprings : *twas I, 'twas I, 
Slave that I was! who faſten'd on myſelf 


HpgananDez (entering) | 

Lament its weight no more! thy chain is 8 1K 
Receive the ſymbol of thy liberty ! ¶ Delivering the _ 

 MaxrcEeLia. © „ ; 
It is my ring! my gladden'd. eyes — 
Its bright aſſurance of recover'd freedom! — 
Fly, ſtop Mendoza !—Stay ! yet tell me firſt - a 
How thou haſt proſper d, thou excelling 3 1 
Thou ſhalt have great rewards, great as my 10 * 
How did the fond Lupercio yield my pledge? 
Haſte ! tell me all. I muſt prepare myſelf * 
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Hemrnanpez. 3 
Be atisfied !—He can no more 3 
1  MarcEeLLa. 
What doſt thou mean 0 that abs accent 2 
HeRanANDEZ. 
His hated voice ſhall ne'er be heard again. 
MarceLLa. | 
Thou haſt not card's him !-—By Heaven thou belt; $:: 
I read it in thy dark and troubled viſage. 
HNA DEZ. 
t have indeed been bloody for thy . 
MARAcELLA. 
Is he then butcher'd by thy ſavage band * : 
Unhappy youth! thy pale and gory ſpectre , 
Will glare for ever in my fight, and baniſh 
All hopes of quiet from my ſoul for ever. — 
Wretch thou haſt ſunk me in the deepeſt gulph 
Of horror and perdition. 
He: RNANDEZ, „ 
Come, be chear'd! ae 
I have deliver d thee from him, whoſe being 
Was torture to thy. heart. —Lupercio's dead 
And by my,caution it muſt be ſuppos'd 
The nightly robbers, who infeſt our city, 
. thus erg his vigilance againſt them. 
3 MaARCEKLLA. | 
15 this the H mpence of all thy merit, | 
Brave, genus, frank Lupercio?—Tho' my heart 
Recoibd pꝭtverſely from thy love, it feels, 
Wh cold convulfive pangs of vain regret, 
It feels thy worth, thy ill-requited virtues, - 
And all-the een of thy barb' rous fate. 
HERNAN OB . 
Reflect thou al Gn what hated fcenes 
Of hopeleſs pain my daring hand has fay'd thee! 
11 Think 
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Think what thou ow'ſt to me, who for thy fake 
Have put in hazard my immortal foul 
Ma xzcELLA. 
Ill fated wretch ! thou alſo haſt my pity. 
Twas my baſe conduct, blinded as I was, 
That plung'd thee in this guilt. —But haſte! be gone 


Fly! while thou canſt, where juſtice may not find thee. 


Fly to ſome diſtant climate; and endeavour, 
By penitence, to make thy peace with Heaven 
Go where thou wilt, my bounty ſhall attend thee, 
And aid thee with ſuch laviſh ſums of gold, 
As may enable thee, by thoſe good deeds 
Which charity delights in, beſt to cancel 
Or counterpoiſe the evil of thy crime. 
HzRNANUUEREZ. 
What ! canſt thou yainly think, that in by ſervice 
T've dy'd my unſtain d hand in guiltleſt blood 
For 8 the needy robber's paltry prey ? 
Maxzceiia. : 
What was thy aim ?—tby frantic eyes affright m me | 
Hernandez. 
Here is the nobler recompence I claim, 
Thy beauty! rich in medicinal balm 15 
To heal th* envenom d anguiſh of remorſe.  _, 
Come to my breaſt ! and with thy melting charms 
Drown all the keeneſt pangs, that guilt can waken, 
In extacy more Fee - 
| Maxc ELLA. 
- - _- Slave! unband me — 
Away! remember, raſh, preſumptuous vile ! 
The diſtance of thy ſtation ! 
Hernandez. 
wit 1 Idle pride! 
Silence'it's frivolous and falſe ſuggeſtion |! 
The hours juſt paſt have plac'd us on a level. 


Thou 
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Thou haſt no title now, but Marderefs. ge 
We are confederates in guilt and blood : 
Blood is the cement of our equal union. 
MarcELLAs 
Thou dar © not ſay it. 
HERNANDEZ. 
| | Dive into thy boſom ! 
Aſk thy © own heart !—Didſt thou not wiſh his death e 
Aye! had thy flaming eyes, like baſiliſks, 
Been arm'd with ſudden power to ſtrike him dead, 
Their ſtroke had far outſtripp'd my tardy dagger, 
Thou couldſt not think thy lover would refign 
The gem, thou bad'ft me pilfer, tut with life, 
 MaxceLLa. 
No! witneſs Heaven! I thought not of his death, — 
vet thou haſt rent a veil of fatal paſſion, Pl 
That hid my own ſoul-from me ; and I ſee 
The ſtains of miſery and guilt are on it. 
] am indeed the ſource, the wretched ſource 
Of all this ſcene of horror: tis tome, 
To me, thou ill-ſtarr'd miniſter of miſchief, 
Thou ow'f the burden of this bloody deed, 
Which cries to angry Heaven for retribution.— 
Now, I conjure thee, raiſe again thy arm! 
Plunge thy yet-reeking poniard in my heart, 
And by this Je expiate our crimes! 
Hz RN AU DEZ. 
Away with vain temorſe Come | let me ſteep 
Thy troubled ſenſes in thoſe ſoft delights, 
That ſweetly ſteal from the enchanted foul 
All memory of pain! | 
| MarCEULA. 
Delight from thee ! 
HennanDEs. 
find, contemptuous fair-one ! I am not 9 
I Thy 
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Thy fav rite! No! thy nice faſtidious eye 
Delights in daintier forms. My jealous paſſion * 
Has caught thy boſom's ſecret —Yet be grateful, 
Be wiſe! and | will make thee ſoon the bride 
Of thy belov'd Mendoza. 
| MARCELLA. 
Canſt thou mean it? 

| HnnnanDas. - 
Yes! with this fine-form'd heir of wealth and 3 
Soon ſhalt thou ſhine in all that blaze of fortune 
Which ſuits thy towering ſpirit, if thy beauties 
Will pay their debt of gratitude to me, 
And with thoſe ſweet delights, that ſlealth makes ſweeter, 
Reward the ſecret author of thy * 

ManxczLLA. 

What l be the wife of Honour's nobleſt ſon, 
And live the ſervile ſtrumpet of my vaſſal !— 
Preſumptuous villainy !—Unhand me, ruffan 1 

HeananDez. 
Nay ! ſtruggle not !—T have thee in my toils, 
And my keen love ſhall feaſt upon its victim, 
O'ertaken with ſuch hazard. Come! be gentler! 
MARCELLA. 


Never! O never! | 
HexnaAanDEez. 
| Muſt I owe to force 
The j joy thy pitying gratitude ſhould give? 
The joy for which my ardent ſoul has AVEC, 
Een to it's own perdition ? 
 MaxceLLa. 
Hence ! away = | 
Releaſe my wich or my diftraQed cries 
Shall bring my injur'd father to my aid. 
| HEeanNANDEZ. | 
And dar'ſt thou threaten me, ungrateful girl? : 
bo * 4 1 
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But it ſhall not avail thee, Hear, and tremb'e 

At the ſuperior threat thou mak'ſt me utter 

Thou ſee'ſt, by all the bloody buſineſs paſt, . 
1 hold my life as nothing: if thou ſtill 
Dem ſt me, what T have ſo dearly purchas'd, 
I will, before our magiſtrates I will 
Avow the murder, charge upon thy head 
The black deſign, and add, I have receiv'd 
Thy virgin treaſure as my ſettled hire ; 
But that remorſe has drawn the ſecret from me.— 
Now learn to threaten, girl !—Now take thy choice? 
Shame! public ſhame, with tortures and with death, 
Or the ſafe ſweets of privacy and joy! 

MARCELLA. 

Amazement! thy ferocity in guilt 
O'erwhelms my faculties.—Vet hear me, Heaven 

To thee, altho' offended by my fal ſhood, 

To thee I kneel: O puniſh my offences 

By any pangs thy Juſtice may ordain, 

But fave! O ſave me from this daring wretch ! 

. Herwanpez, 
Thy prayer's too late, ſince thou haſt render'd me 
The wretch I am: thy paſſions made me guilty, 
Aud thou ſhalt yield me that reward of guilt 
For which I burn in every vein to madneſs — 
Come, my reluQant fair-one! 
Ma RCELLA, OT 
| Not by! Heaven! 

Fulfil thy horrid, thy inhuman threats ! | 
Add perjury to murder ! and devote me 

To infamy and death !—1 will embrace them, 
Rather than yield to thy abhorr'd ſuggeſtion, 
And in that fellowſhip debaſe my ſoul. 
H nAN DRZ. 

Is there ſuch Ames in hy heart of woman? 


4 | 4 | Then 
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hben artifice aſſiſt me! {Afide.)—Mhatchlefs e 
Een in this frenzy of my tortur's ſpirit 
] feel thy awful power! Thy purity 
Irradiates the darkichaos of my mind, 
And all the warring fires of lawleſs paſſion 
Turn at thy voice to penitential tears 
] kneel to thee for pardon. 
MaxcELLa. 
Bend to Heaven 
"Tis msd who ſtrikes thee, to iii Oy * 
With juſt compundtion. | 
— 
Thou benignant angel!!! 
On thee depends my ſafety or perdition ; 
Treat me with ſoothing pity and forgiveneſs, 
And I may yet atone for all my crimes, 
The fatal offspring of diſtracted paſhion! 
MazcELLA. 
Thou haft wy pity. on 
Hennanver. 
I will aſk no more; 
I will not wound thy dignity, by wi wiſhing 
b What magneſs only led my heart to figh for. 
3 No! fair PerfeQion | live thou many years 
3 In the chaſte blig of honourable love l 
While I, the victim of a frantic fondneſs, 
In ſome wild deſert hide my loath'd — 
Mourn my paſt guilt, and hope the pitying vows 
Of innocence like thine, may draw front Heaven 
A full, tho' late forgiveneſs of my crimes. | 
Mancha. 
Unhappy ſervant f. i in my prayers for merer 
Thou ne'er ſhalt be forgotten. 
Hanna 


ere 
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To fly from hence before to-morrow's dawn: 

But wherefore? I nor wiſh, nor merit life. — 

Haſte to thy injur'd father | let him know 

The wretch he harbours! and for all my guilt 

Let public juſtice make her full atonement ! 
MaxceLLa. 

Poor frantic criminal! yet hope in Heaven! 

I, who have blindly led thee into crimes, 

Will not accelerate thy puniſhment. 

Seek ſome religious cell, and meditate 

On the infinitude of heavenly mercy ! 

HzananDes. 

I fee, I feel it in thy ſoothing pity ! 
MarcELLa, 

Here meet me once again, ſome two hours hence: 

I will ſupply thee with ſuch gold or jewels ; 

As may give comfort to thy lengthen'd days. 

ER&NANDES, 

Thou art too good, too tender te a villain, 

Who has deſerv'd thy hatred and thy ſcorn.— 

Still let me ftrive to ſhew 1 have a heart 

That knows to value what it cannot merit. 

I will not meet thee. We'll converſe no more, 

Left when any flight is known, ſame dark ſuſpicion 

Fall on thy innoceace:—At evening's cloſe. 

Leave thou the gift, thy charity intends 

In the lone tower, that flanks the garden wall. 

At midnight 1 will take thy bounty thence, 

And praying for thy peace, depart for ever. 
Manrcaiia. | 

I thank thy generous caution ; nor will fail 

To bring thee liberal. aid: for ſtill, I truſt. 

"Tis Heaven's intent, for all thy earliex yirtwes,.. 

By years of calm ſequeſter'd: penitence 

To purify thy ſoul, and foal thy pardon. 
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Cheriſh that thought ! and Mercy be thy guard! [ Exit. 
- HERNANDEZ (alone.) RE 

"Tis well—Proud Beauty! I am now thy maſter: 

Thy haughty ſpirit, that no threats could tame, 

Sinks unſuſpeRQing in the ſmooth deception _ 

That artifice has ſpread. —la that lone tower, 

Where the coy: .clamours of a feign d averſion 

Will only prove a prelude to my joy, 

I'll lurk to ſeize thy charms.—Now haſten, Night! 

Thy kind companions, Solitude and Darkneſs, 

Shall o'er this froward fair · one aid my triumph, 

And ſate inſulted love with ſweet revenge. 


" Endof ACT u. 
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Hz ANANDEZ Yalone * 
Vocronote paſſion | thou at length haſt ah” 
The prize, that long has kindled in my foul 
Such wild tumultuous hopes and madding wiſhes! 
Thy ſecret joys are ſafe.—Spite of the frenzy, 
Rais d by her wounded pride and vain reſiſtance, 
This coy one, - ſtifling her vindictive rage, 
' Moft wiſely hides the 9 of the night; 
And from her filence in th haſty marriage, 
My triumph is complete : the now will grow 
The willing vaſſal « of my;private pleaſure. 5 
But bark ! L hear the doating bridegroom's voice: 
N this way] would not he ſhould caſt _ | 
_ 
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His keen eyes on me, till my harraſs d ſpirit 
Regain its wonted firmneſs.—I Il avoid him. 
Enter the Governor and ne 
| Governor. 
Indeed, my PR P've yielded much too far 
To the fond zeal of your-intemperate love. 
How will the world upbraid me, for allowing 
Your hurried nuptials, in this ill-ſtarr'd hour 
Of doubtful horrors, your unhappy bride _ 
Or drown'd in tears, or almoſt craz'd with terror | 
And the brave youth, -her late-afhanc'd lord, 
My poor ill-fated friend, welt'ring in blood, 
From the baſe wounds of undetected murder ! 
MEnDoza. 
My honour'd father, thou haſt only done 
What tenderneſs and duty both enjoin'd. 
Her generous wiſh to be my wedded love, 
Her virtuous dread that honour might forbid it, 
And the dire fate of that lamented youth, 
Whom ſhe both loath'd and pitied, all combin'd, 
Had cruelly depriv'd her troubled ſenſes 
Of reaſon's ſovereign guidance; till on me 
The lovely maniac rav'd ; implor'd my aid 
To ſave ber from Lupercio's nuptial claim 
And chaſe the gory phantom from her fight, 
Which frenzy.rais'd before it: —what remain'd, 
But for Mendoza, urg d by love and pity, 
To take the dear diſtreſt one to his boſom, 
Bear her from hence, and in more tranquil ſcenes 
Heal her diſtemper'd mind, and fondly cheriſh . 
The gentle ſufferer into peace and j Joy ** 
Go ER. 
Heaven bleſs the generous: fervor * thy fondneſs | 
Thou noble-minded youth had not eg 
To thwart thy wiſh, tho! my paternal heart, 
£25 ; H 
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Trembling in its completion, ſtill endures, 
Painful viciſſitudes of hope and fear. 
MN DOA. 
Doubt not, my father, lenient time and love, 
That ute love which conſecrates our union, 
Will from the harraſs'd. ſpirit of thy daughter 
Remove this load of complicated anguiſh, 
And make us ſoon the happieſt pair that ever 
Reach d the pure ſummit of connubial bliſs. 
Governor. 
I know ſhe loves thee to a fond exceſs; 
Her ſoul was form'd for love: and thou art bleſt, 
Mot richly bleſt, with all that can enchant. 


The eye or heaft of woman :—on this ground 


I build my ſtrongeſt hope. Yet O, my ſon, 


. Weak as the is, her ſenſes ſcarce reſtor d, 


- 1a can I yield this darling from my ſight, 
en to a guard ſo tender? 


MenpDpoza. 


Speak your 8 


If 'tis your CY we will remain your gueſts. 
But change of place will ſooth the harraſs'd mind 


Of our ſweet ſufferer. She ſhould quit this ſcene, 


While, in avenging the brave. murder'd youth, 
You nobly pay your great and awful debt 
To private friendſhip and to public. juſtice. 

| GovERNOR. 
I have no doubts on that atrocious deed.— 
My poor loſt friend's incautious ardent ſpirit 
Had fatally provok'd ſome deſperate villains 
Who lurk within our city: the baſe wretches 
Have thus reveng'd a menace, which Lupercio 
Pronounc'd againſt their chief; —but by my orders 
We ſoon ſhall ſee the bloody ſlaves ſecur d. 
A care ſtill heavier preſſes on my heart, 

2 | 
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My poor perturbed child !-—My anxious love 
Wavers in painful doubt, nor can reſolve 
To ſpeed her hence, or to retain her here. 
MenDoza. 
Submit it to her choice !Soon as the prieſt 
Ended our haſty and affecting marriage, 
You know ſhe begg'd permiſſion to retire, 
To gain by ſolitude reviving ſtrength, 
And ſtill thoſe throbs of lovely agitation, 
Which in the ſolemn rite ſubdu'd her ſoftneſs. 
Go to her chamber, your paternal care 
May beſt explore her wiſhes: let them-be 
Our guides in every ſtep For me, I hold 
My fortune and my life but miniſters 
Bound to fulfil our deareſt. mutual hope, 
And make the bliſs of your 1 daughter 
As perfect! as her beauty. 8 
* * _ Goveanos. 
Noble youth! _ 
A father's tears muſt thank thee.—l will follow 
Thy generous counſel, and return to bleſs thee, [Exit. 
| Menpoza. 
How mighty is thy power, Parental Love! 
The hardy finews of this gallant veteran, 
Proof *gainſt the weight of war's ſevereſt toils, 
Yield to thy preſſure, —That undaunted firmneſs, 
Which peril could not ſhake, is turn'd by thee 
To wavering fear and fond irreſolution. 
Enter Lopez. 
Lor Ez. ; 

My honour'd lord, forgive me, if my zeal 
Urge me to SO you with painful truths! 

_ _ Menvpoza. 5 
What wouldft thou, Lopez ?-—Hence with idle i. 
And ſpeak thy meaning boldly ! 


H 2 Loyez. 
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Lor EZ. 
Tis my duty 
That forces from * lips, at ſuch a ſeaſon, 
What I muſt grieve to ſpeak, and you to hear. 
 Menvboza. 
Well thou haſt credit for thy good intention, 
Spare thy apologies, and tell thy tale! 
Lor Ez. 
Tis thus, my lord but promiſe me your pardon— 
MEnDOZA.. . 
I'll pardon any thing but thy ſuſpence. 
Loyez. 
Know then, the ſteward of this houſe, 3 
Has been obſerv'd to throw his daring arms 
With ſuch licentious freedom round N _ 
As honour cannot brook. 
MznDoza. 
* Good ſimple fellow ! 
Is this thy wondrous tale ? thy painful truth ? 
What ! art thou yet to learn, that ancient ſervants 
Are amply privileg'd on days like this ? 
The man who bore the infant in his arms 
May kits the ripen'd bride without a crime, 
And the quick eye of jealouſy itſelf 
Shall wink ax his aan. Get thee gone ! 
Leens:: = 
He boaſts he will attend you to Madrid ; 
Says he is fix'd for life my lady's uſher, 
Defying e en her huſband to diſplace him, 
| Menpoza. | 
I will not quarrel with his honeſt pride, 
Inebriate with joy ;—yet as the world 
Is prone to cenſure, twill perhaps be prudent 
To ſtrike this boaſting vaſſal from our train: f 
. . 5 wah 2 But 


— 7 


111 1 s © 


But that hereafter Hence! my father comes 
Yet, Lopez, ſtay—one word with thee alone. 
| [Exit with Lopez. 
Enter the Governor and Marcella, TE 
. MazxcBLLa. 

Think not, thou kindeſt parent that e'er W oor 

From the fond eyes of a proteQed child 

The tears of filial gratitude, think not 

Thy daughter thankleſs for thy guardian care 

From her impatient haſte to quit thy manſion ! 

Goveanos. | 

No l my ſweet child! I know thy heart too well 

To doubt it's tenderneſs, Truſt me, thy father, 

Much as he joys to have thee i in his fight, _ 

Feels in theſe momeats all the forceful reaſons 
| That urge thy quick departure. 

MARcELTLA. 
Then farewell 

To this paternal roof! Ye walls, that echoed 
With the gay muſic of my infant ſongs, 
Farewell ! If aught of evil hover o'er ye, 
May it depart with me | depart for ever! 
Safety and honour, pure celeſtial guards, 
Watch o'er this dome ! and bleſs it's dear poſſeſſor 83. 
Heat this my parting prayer, indulgent Heaven! 
Whate er thy pleaſure may ordain for me, 
Here or hereafter, grant, O grant me this, 
To die before my father can have cauſe 
To wiſh he were not author of my yy 

Sonos. 

Live but till then, and thou muſt be 3 
Riſe, my kind daughter Thou wilt ever prove 
My age's darling; dearer to thy father - 
Than life or glory. Heaven, I truſt, for thee 
Has years in ſtore of Kill encreaſing joy. 


| MarcELLa. 
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| | MA4kcELLA. 
| Alas! my Gar; doſt thou not perceive 
The poor Lupercio whiſpering from his ſhroud 
| How ſhort and how precarious mortal being 1 
If ſoon thou chance to hear thy child is dead, 
And his ſhade tells me thou wilt hear it foon, 
I pray thee let not an intemperate grief 
Bend to the earth thy venerable age. 
Yet O forget me not! with tender forrow- 
Give thy pure prayers to my departed ſoul 
GovERNOR. 
Riſe, riſe, my child !—Let not theſe gloomy fancies 
Oercloud . thy chearful ſpirit | raiſe thine eyes 
To all the radiant paths of varied pleaſure 
That open now before thee See thy lord, 
The bright conductor of thy future ſteps, 
Comes, like the ſun new-riſen, to diſperſe 
Theſe noxious vapours from thy darken'd mind, 
And give thy charms new luftre! | 
Enter Mendoza. 
Governor. 
Dear . 
We will from heacs to-day : I will myſelf 


Play the young ſoldier, and eſcort your bride 
Acroſs this province. 


 Menpoza. 
Bleft the travellers, 
Whoſe ond is ſhorten d by ſo dear a — ! 
Governor. 
Raiſe thou that drooping lily, while I go 
And iſſue n for our quick departure. [Exit. 
.  Msenpoza. 
Come to my arms, thou ſweet ſeraphic being ! EN 
Come, and prefide o'er all my future life, | a 
As a benignant angel, by whoſe guidance ES | 
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I wiſh to regulate my every thought = 

Bleſs that kind tear ! it is the ſweet reply 

Of tenderneſs too delicate for language. 

Yet ſpeak, Marcella my delighted ear 

Doats on the muſic of thy ſoothing voice. 
MaRCELIA. 

O had I but the power to make thee happy ! 

Were it but poſſible, thy life ſhould prove 

Unclouded, as thy virtues and thy love! 

Mx N DOA. 

In thee I've every bleſſing man can wiſh, 

My conſcious pride, exulting in thy love, 

Boldly defies the wantonneſs of fancy 

To figure joys above th' unchequer'd bliſs 

Which my full heart has found in thy perfection. 

Be thou as happy as thou mak'ſt Mendoza, ‚ 

And we ſhall live the envy of the world. 5 

Why guſh theſe tears? Why heaves thy lab ring boſom ? 

Why roves thy troubled eye around the chamber, 

Seeming to parley with the ſenſeleſs walls ?— : 

My tender fair-one ! I perceive thy thoughts: 

This is the fond adieu which thy ſoft ſpirit. 

Expreſſes to this dear paternal manſion. 

Be chear'd ! thou ſoon ſhalt viſit it agath, 

When its glad gates ſhall leap at thy approach, 

And ev'ry echoing ſtone repeat thy welcome.— 

Still penfive !-—Come, ſweet partner of my life! 

Prepare we for our travels Have your women 

Receiv'd their orders? Pray, ere we depart, 

Inform Hernandez we will not deprive 

His generous maſter of ſo tried a ſervant ! 

Tell him he muſt not quit his poſt, 

MaRCELLA. 


1 dare not. 


Ld 


Mx npoza. 


ans 


Mznpoza. 
How! dare not, didft thou ſay? What! = not utter 
A * direction to an ancient vaſſal? 
MARCELLA. 
He is the maſter of a fatal ſecret, 
I dare not drive him to reveal. 
Me NDO ZA. 
A ſecret! 
Haſt thou a ſecret thou canſt wiſh to hide 
From the fond eye of all-forgiving love ? 
MaRCELLA. | 
T have: for thee thou darling of my ſoul, 
And for my father's peace, I ſtrongly wiſh'd 
To bear it with me to an early grave, 
And hide its painful horrors in the ſhade 
Of haſten'd death : but, like the inbred fire, 
That burns its paſſage thro the groaning earth, 
Struggling, it burſts from my convulſive boſom, 
And all the blazing ruin ruſhes on thee. — 
Menpoza, | 
Amazement ! Thou haſt petrified my heart : 
Yet ſpeak ! whatever wretchedneſs awaits me, 
I wiſh to hear it from no lips but thine. 
 MaxgceLla 
Thou generous object of my fatal love !— 
Wretch as | am, how ſhall I bear the pangs, 
The keener pangs, I'm deſtin'd to inflit 
On the pure heart I wiſh'd to make moſt happy? 
1l-tarr'd Mendoza ! dear, deluded youth! 
Thou fondly thinkꝰſt thou'ſt taken to thy boſom 
A ſpotleſs form of purity and truth; | 
But oh ! tis ſtain'd by complicated crimes, 
Too horrible for utterance. 
Mu DOA. 
Can it be? 


. vor » 
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Who but thyſelf ſhould call thee baſe, and live? 
Thou canſt not be ſo: yet, I pray thee, ſpeak 
The dreadful purport lab'ring on thy lips! 
MaxCELLA. 

By Heaven I cannot ! anguiſh, ſhame, remorſe 
Stifle my words.—Here let me fall before thee ! 
In pity both to me and to thyſelf 
Kill the vile wretch thus groveling at thy feet, 
Before her guilty tale ſhall freeze thy blood, 

Me N pO:ZA. 
Riſe, thou dear ſuff rer; I conjure thee ſpeak— 
No words, how: horrible ſoe er their import, 
Can torture more than this ſoul-harrowing ſilence. 


| Ma RCELLA, 
Lupercio—— | 
1 | Menpoza. : 
What !\— Thou knew'ſt not 'of his murder . 
| | MARZCBLLA. 
n 
| MznDoza- 
Ha! was he the black aſſaſſin? | 
MARCELLA. 


I did not place the poniard in his hand; 
I did not aſk for blood: but my baſe falſhood, _ 
Falſhood the offspring of my love to thee, 


Led to that bloody deed. 
85  Menpoza. 
My bride a murd'reſs . 
MARcELLA. 


Look not upon me thus! I cannot bear 

The fierce abhorrence of thoſe angry eyes. 

Plunge thy ſword here, and give me gentler death! 
Men DOoZZA. 

Thou eanſt not be ſo guilty. Thou haſt injur'd 

Thy own ſoft heart, —Unfold the fatal ſtory. 


| Max- 
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' MxxczLta. 
Thou'rt yet to hear accumulated horrors, 
To make me ſtill more loathſome to thy fight : 
But I can never ſpeak them.—Kill me! kill me! 
In mercy end my:miſeries, before 
The lightning of my father's indignation | 
Strikes his deteſted daughter i into duft. 
 Mxnpoza. 
Would I could fave him from the pe feel! 
But tis inen. if thou art guilty. 
MMRACETLA. | 
It is, it is—then fave me from his wrath ! 
Save my departing ſpirit from his curſe, 
And death may then atone for my offences. 
I only wiſh to die by that dear hand; 
For oh! Mendoza, had not my fond heart 
Doated upon thee with unbounded love, 
We ne'er had known this miſerable hour. 
MenDoza. ; 
Tis true, thou lovely criminal lO Heaven! 
Why was ſhe fratn'd with ſych pernicious beauty ?— 
dare not truſt myſelf to gaze upon thee | 
In this wild tumult of my madd' ning ſoul. — 
Reſt in this chamber, and reſtrain thy tears, 
While I regain ſome little uſe of reaſon, 
To hear more calmly all thy wretched tale. 
[ He leads Marcella weeping to the adjoining chamber, 
and cloſes the door upon ber. 
Menvoza. 
What's to be done? my dizzy foul, thus falling 
From joy's bright ſummit to theſe depths of horror, 
Loſes the faculty of thought —Here, Lopez! 
Go! bring Hernandez inſtantly before me! 
Enter the Governor. | 
** father! are you come? I wiſh'd your chi, 


Yet 
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Yet I would freely part with life, to ſave you 
From the dread ſcene we muſt ſuſtain” together. 
= Govxkxox. 
What means Mendoza hence thy alter d viſage ?— 
What new affliction ?—where 's my hapleſs ca ? 
| Menboza. 
Thou reads; thou good, affectionate old man, 
It wounds my ſoul to tell thee, that thy roof 
Harbours the muiderer thy juſt:ce ſeeks. | 
Behold, he comes to anſwer for his crime ! | 
- [Lopez and other Servants bring i in Hernandez 
*  GoveERNoR. 
Hernandez !—Art thou certain of his guilt? 
Or whence is thy ſurmiſe? 
MenDoza. 
. Hear and decide !— 
Thou faithleſs ſervant, who haſt ſtain'd a life 
Of long integrity by one black deed, 
_ I charge thee with the blood of that brave youth 
Thy maſter call'd his friend. —Say ! art thou able 
To plead thy innocence ?—Thou need'ſt not ſpeak ; 
Thy guilty features anſwer thy accuſer. 
Hzxnanpzz (aſide.) 
The trait'reſs has betray'd me: then, revenge, 
Thou art the only ſweet that I can taſte, 
And 1 will banquet on thee. 
GoveRNOR. 
If thou art 
So baſe a monſter of ingratitude, | 
Prepare thyſelf for tortures. 
| HzxnanDEz. 
| Spare thy threats, 
Thou know't not yet the partner of my guilt = 
Thou would not chaſe to ſee thy daughter's beauty 
Expose d a mangled victim in thoſe ſtreets, 
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Where never eye ſurvey'd her paſſing form | 
But with delight or envy! ! „„ 
GovernoR. 
Sland'rous rufftian ! - 
Dart thou prophane the virtue of my child ?!— 
But her pure ſoul could no more league with thine, 
Than Heaven's moſt favor'd angel could deſcend 
To aid the helliſh plots of that arch fiend 
Who prompted thee to perpetrate this murder. 
MEnDoza ſaſide to Hernandez.) 
Peace, villain! and if e'er thou hop ſt for mercy, 
ReſpeR the feelings of a wounded father 
| Hexnanpez. 
Talk not to me of mercy—l deſpiſe it.— 
Death is, I know, my portion; but its pangs 
Are turn'd to tranſport by my rich revenge. 
Too long the jeſts of mockery were layith'd 
On my miſhapen form and ardent loye, 
One gibing youth has paid me with his life, 
For inſolent derifion ; and o'er thee, _ 
Thou haughty huſband, thou fair golden! image, 3 
Whom beauty worſhips unconſtrain d, o'er thee 3 
My triumph riſes to a prouder height 
Of bold — haye enjoy'd thy bride. 
Menpoza. 
Thou blood ftain'd lyar, hence !—Away with him 
To ftri& confinement in your deepeſt dungeon! 
 Hegnanpez. 
Bite thy proud frantic lip, in ſavage hope 
To ſee my crooked body on the wheel 
Cruſh'd, and expos'd a public ſpectacle U 
My vengeance is conſummate; but for thine, 
"Tis the vain menace of preſumptuous pride, 
| Which courage laughs. at ;—1 eſcape it thus. 
| [Stabs himſelf. 
: obs Men- 
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MEN DOA. | 
Thou haſt indeed eluded the flow hand 
Of human juſtice, but thou canſt not foil 
The ſurer vengeance of high-judging Heaven, 
OVERNOR. . | 
Go! bring thy wife! ſhe muſt appear this inſtant, 
The form of injur'd innocence muſt draw 
From the pale lips of this expiring villain 
Th' avowal of his falſhood. | 
HeRNAxDEZ. 
My dim eyes 
Are cloſing, and in this deceitful world 
Shall look no more upon her fatal beauty: 
But in the next O mercy ! Dies. 
GoVvER NOR. 
Where is my daughter? | 
MaxceLLa entering.) 
Here's the hapleſs being, 
Who once was proud of that endearing name : 
| Tho! fallen, leſs guilty than the world might judge me, 
From the baſe inſult of this bleeding wretch, 
Whoſe crimes are clos'd by death; yet O] my father, 
Too vile to claim thy kindneſs, or to live, 
GovERNOR.. 
Wong not thyſelf ! thou art all innocence. 
MaARCELLA. 
Thou dear, deluded parent—"twas my wiſh 
To die, and not deprive thee of a thought, 
In which thy virtuous ſpirit would have found 
Sweet conſolation for thy loſt delight. — 
I wiſh'd a little longer to ſupport 
This wretched being, that I might not ſtain, 
By my accelerated fate, this manſion, 8 
The dear aſylum of thy honour'd age! 
But my gall'd ſpirit, never form'd to bear 
The 


* MUARCELY . 


The heavy load of unacknowledg'd guilt, 
Sunk in its painful efforts to ſuſtain it. 
Hence the quick end of that abhorr'd aſſaſſin! 
And hence thy child, atoning now by death 
For her conceal'd offences, thus implores thee 
To pardon, and to bleſs her parting ſpirit} | 
Governor. 
O thou dear ſufferer! whate'er thy failings, 
Attempt not aught againſt thy precious life ! 
Menpoza. 
Live, I conjure thee, and the tears of love 
Shall waſh th' ideal blemiſh from thy heart. 
| MascELLa. 
My. generous huſband! let me ſpeak that name, 
Still precious to me, tho' ſo raſhly purchas'd 1 
Think not thy injur d bride deſign'd to give 
To thy chaſte bed a vile diſhonour'd partner, 
Tho dn diſhonour'd ! 
Governor. 
Ha, my child! 
Haſt ho endur'd from that atrocious rulkan— 

| z MaxcELLA. 4 * 
O good my father, aſk not my faint voice, 
Which ſoon will fink in everlaſting filence, 
T unfold a tale, whoſe utterance would call 


Shame's burning bluſh to the pale cheek of death. _ 


A friendly poiſon has already numb'd * - 
My vital faculties, but I have left 
A written legacy of. fatal fondneſs, 


In which, unleſs my blotting tears have marr'd it, | 


. You'll read what I have done, and what endur'd. — 
Nay, weep not! both of. you may. love me dead, 


Living you could not. 
Mzenpoza. 


Could affection . 


Thy 
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Thy beauty from the grave, thou ſhould'ſt not die. 
MARCELLA. 


I know, ye generous ſpirits, death will cancel, 

In your kind mem'ries all my fatal errors: 

And hence its pangs are welcome.—One baſe purpoſe 
Produc'd theſe ſcenes of unexpected horror; 

But Heaven has will'd that crime ſhould quicken crime, 
To ſhew the danger of one devious ſtep 

From the clear paths of probity and truth.— 

My dear Mendoza ! thou wilt not deny me 

The title of thy wife to grace my tomb, | 

And I ſhall ſleep in peace, —Conſole my father, 

And let him find in thee a worthier child! 

J had a heart to reverence his virtues, 

But not the ſtrength to imitate.—O Heaven! [Dies. 
MEnDozZaA. 

"Tis gone! tis fled ! the proud, the lovely ſoul, | 

That could not brook the ſhadow of diſhonour ! 

Thy monument ſhall be the nuptial bed 

On which Mendoza will recline, and breathe _ 

His faithful fondneſs to thy lining ſpirit. | 

Nor will J flight the dear and hallow'd truſt, 
Bequeath'd by filial piety, to ſhield | 
With conſtant care thy father's honour'd age,” B 
Unhappy father! round the livid breaſt 

Of his loſt child in ſpeechleſs agony 

His arms are riveted !—Aid me to raiſe, 

And bear him gently from this ſcene of death! 
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MR. BIJOU, 

Mx. CYCLE, 
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THE 
TWO CONNOISSEURS. 
— 0 


Nr i 
E E NE I. Chambers in the Temple. 
Tom Careleſs a7 Mr. Cycle, 


casts. 
Winner the ſucceſs of your journey may be, 
My dear rural ſage, you are welcome to mẽ: 
Your benevolent projects I hope you complete, 
By this trip from your ſnug ſcientific retreat. 
In return for amuſement you ve given me there, 
By your fine apparatus, and lectures on air, 
I'll ſhew you the town; and the town is a ſcience, 
Mx. Cycrs. 
On my tutor, dear Tom, I've perfect reliance, 
For I know i in that fiudy what vigils you 've kept, 
| CargLEsS, . 
'Tis the only one, truly, where I'm an adept ,. 
For as to the law, that's the ſcience of thorns, 
And tho' its black robe my lean figure adorns, 5 
Perhaps twice a year, for my father's good pleaſare, 
Ire renounc 4 I confeſs, both its toil and its treaſure: 
„„ 1 IG From 


1138 THE TWO CONNOISSEURS: 


From my ſapient Lord Coke this advantage I gain; 
He led me to | find out a flaw in my brain, 
That title! on which, as wiſe parents have done, 
My father laid claim to the ſeals for his ſon. | 
Mx. CycLe. - 
Such language, dear Tom, is. in truth but a FR py 
That betrays the young heir as an indolent rogue. 
Tis the cant of ye all-—ye want talents to drudge. 
| CaxELESss. | 
Well! think me, my friend, wiſe enough for a judge, 
J ſtill muſt rejoice I have nothing to do, 
As my heart now inclines me to wait upon you. 
I with I could raiſe you the caſh you require, 
But you know I depend on a cloſe-handed fire, 
Who promiſes largely, and often has ſaid | 
He will make me a Crœſus whenever I wed, 
But to drive me, I think, to the conjugal tate, 
Keeps the purſe of the batchelor woefully ftrait; 
And guineas at preſent are ſcarce, to my ſorrow. 
How much are you now come to London to r 


Two thouſand, dye ſay? ) 


Ma. Crcus. 
Tes l two bed at leaſt, 

And perhaps rather more, as my plan is increas'd. 

I wiſh for no profit, but public eſteem; _ .. 
And much good to the world mall aro ram my fem, 
CartLess. | 
Well! I wiſh you may proſper, but, as I'm a buner, 

I as ſoon ſhould expect a roaſt Phenix for dinner, 
As in times like the preſent ſuch loans from a friend, 
When Opulence has not a ſtiver to lend. * 
You philoſophers look with contempt upon noo; "FE 
Bur the fools of this town are ſo fond of the traſh, - 
That as you 're a chemiſt, both ſkillful and "8 9150 A 
You had beſt try to make a few odd lumps of gold; 2 
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And this newly-found art you may try with leſs coſt, 
Since to borrow with eaſe ſeems an art that is loſt, 
Mx. Cycrx. 
Dear Careleſs you re welcome to rally my hopes; 
So attack them with all your rhetorical tropes ! 
The man is ill-wrapt in pbiloſophy's cloak, 
Whoſe boſom is ruffled, dear Tom, by a joke. 
I know money 's ſcarce; yet I will not defpond : 
I've two TREE who *ll ſupply what J want, on my bond. 
ENS CaRELESs. 
What ! we ſuch good friends! fo rich, open, and res | 
Dear Cycle, I pray introduce them to me; 
For not one of that caſt my long lift can produce: 
Why! man, ſuch a friend is the golden-egg'd gooſe ; "8 
You may hunt for the bird e en as long as you're able, 
But at laſt you will find it is only a fable. 
I wanted but one hundred pound, t'other day, 5 
And a{k'd fifty friends, that chance threw in my way,” 
But they all ſhook their heads, with a negative nod, 
So I dunn'd my old father, in fpite of the rod. 25 
But oy do I know the good creatures you mean? 
Mu. CYCELE. | 
Aye! both,—They" re wo Trieads, whom for yours I're 
8 not ſeen 
But in juvenile. days I held each as my brothier;”: 
And I uuſt that we all are ſilt dear to each ny 
You" re ds with Beril— _ 
 CannLess > 
Well! chere, I e 3 
Vour aha have ſome little chance of ſuceeſs. 
If there 's one in the world, who, regardleſs of pelf,  - | 
Would relieve a friend's wants, tho? be ſtraiten'd himſelf, | 
You have now nam d the man- Vet perhaps ke can't lend. | 
I know he has ſuffer'd by aiding friend; | | 
And I fancy he has but -a lender eftate. 
5 Tia true, he ne er plays, the” careſt by the great; 


Yet- 
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Yet in ſtatues and books he's expenſive, tis ſaid— 
I have ſeen him bid high for a porphyry head, 
5 Mz. CycLx. 
Tis hard, fortune ftill ſhould torment him with croſſes 7 
I ſooth'd him to bear the ſevereſt of loſſes : | 
I was with him, when blaſted in youth's blooming charms 
His lovely Sophia was torn from his arms. 
You knew not, I think, that unfortunate fair, 
The victim of cruelty, love, and deſpair. FT 
She was bound to our friend by a mutual affeQion, 
But her rich ſordid parents oppos'd the connection. 5 
The canker of ſorrow inceſſantly prey d | 
On the periſhing bloom of the delicate maid : 
Her duty, her ſuff rings, made nature relent, 
And wrung from her father a tardy conſent ; 
But death render'd vain the late ſanction he gave, 
And his child's bridal bed was the pitileſs grave. 
Many years have now ſoften'd the lover's wild grief: 
Perhaps ſame new beauty now yields him relief. 
He 's ftill lngle, I think? 
Caneress. 
Yes! in learning and art 
He has ſought the chief balm for the wounds of his heatt; 
Hence a pleaſing mild elegance runs thro? his life; 
And had Ia ſiſter I'd wiſh her his wife — 
But naw for your ſecond friend !—What is his name? 
For acquaintance with him too I'll certainly claim. 
You ſay that I know him: come! tell me who is it! 
; Mx. Cycrz. 
Yes! indeed, it is one whom you frequently viſit. 
And here you muſt own, that my hopes are well founded, 
Since in kindneſs and wealth he has ever abounded ; * 
Anda MF lately—— _ F 
| CaneLEss. 5 
You don't mean ' 3 
That oollector of knick- Knacks? x e 
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Ms. Crcrs, 
Indeed, Tom, I do- 
I've a title to aſk any favor from him: _ | 
He has ſome little vanity, ſome little whim, 
Tet till he's a friendly, beneyolent man. 
CarELESS. 
You may rap at his door—but get in if you can | 
Your friend, when you ſaw him, was jocund and free, 
His heart full of bounty, his ſpirit of glee; 
is vanities too had ſo mirthful a caſt, 
That Friendſhip herſelf even wiſh'd them to laſt. 
But Marriage, that changer of mind and of feature, 
Has man poor Bijou quite a different creature, 
Mx. CycLs. 
lam told that his wife, with a pocket well laden, 
Was a little, fat, ancient, and well-behay'd maiden ; 
Who, having a ſimilar taſte for virta, 
Put her cabinet under the care of Bijou, 
CaRELESS. 
Yes, indeed! in an odd fit of amorous hunger, 
He married an old curiofity-monger, 
Who is ready to faint, if a viſitor knocks 
While ſhe's bruſhing the duſt from her raree-ſhew box. 
Her maid t'other day threw her into a ſwoon, 
By cracking the eye of a great ſtuff d baboonz .. 
For inſtead of young children, whoſe troubleſome. noiſe 
Might diſturb their ſedate, virtuofical joys, 
She fills their fine houſe with new monſters or mummies. 
Ma. CycLe. | 
Of your ſtory, dear Tom, I perceive what the ſum is. 
You dop't like the lady: —ſhe may not pleaſe you, 
And yet be an excellent wife for Bijou. | 
Jam told ſhe has really much merit and taſte. | 
In her morals they ſay ſhe's remarkably chaſte z 
So with lectures, perhaps, ſhe has wounded your ear, 
And 1 rakes of the . may think her ſevere. 
oh | CaxeLss, 
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Cant xss: 
No, faith! with the lady I Rand very will, 

I bought her eſteem with an old wank ſhell. 

To chaſtity no one wil doubt bad: presence TLerdr. 

But tho with theſe virtues 1 freely inveſt "= 

My heart, 1:confefs, is inelin' d to deteſt her. 

She has ruin d her buſband—art leaſt ſo I thiak; 

To a dwarf ſbe has made his benevolence arc, 

And puff d up his vanity into a giant. 

To all her ſtrange whims he s ſo ſervilely ant, - 

He obey her caprice, whatſoe'er it might hint, 

And deny:himſelf bread. to buy her an odd flint. 
MM. Cvcie,:. | 

* Tow, that's a proof of his fond tender heart. 3 5 
CannLEss. We 

To me it proves nought but her ladyſhip's art : 

And ſo you yourſelf would explain the whole 550 

If you heard her once flatter his pencil or fiddte, - 25 

As 2 more wretched bruſh never blotted poor . 

And ne er ſqueak d a Cremona beneath a worſe Kere. 
Tho pamper d with flattery thus by his wife 
Oar friend has quite loſt all his humor and lifes + + © | 
And whenever L look on his cold chearleſs face, - 
As he ſtands by the fide of his wife's foli-caſe, 
1 think her a perfect Meduſa, Lowa, 
Who has turn d her poor huſband himſelf into fone. 

Ms. CycLs. 
You You lounges dear Tom, in your idle 8 

Love to ridicule all life's amuſing purſuits: 

But they all have their uſe ; and the lady who joys 
tn collecting an odd ſet of whimſical toys, 6 {50s Emer 

1s herſelf d rare gem, that my judgment regards, 11 
More than all the fair. votaries of ſcandal and cards. 

Ke her in ſpite of your ſtricture. 

NI * vyou ve fail'd in her pifure. 


My 
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My old friend's good-will I ſhall pur to the trial, 
And ſolicit his aid without fear of denial. 2 
CaxkRTLESss. 


Come along 1—1 will ſee if your welcome is "EEE * 
Indeed l may ſerve you by joining the party, | 
And I'm eager to know (for my portrait is true) 

What you think of the change ſhe has wrought in Bijou. 
To a knowledge of nature I ne er will pretend, | 

If, when you have ſeen, in the houſe of our friend, 
All the natural rarities rang'd i in a glaſs, 1 — 
Lou don t rank his heart | in the petrified claſs. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to a — Room at Mrs. Bijou's, 
with a Door open into an interior Cabinet of Curio- 


tie. Several. fluff d Gee and ather Rarities 45 
covered in the II | 


3 2 . n e Erl. NY 
Lackaday! would I once were well out of this houſe, 
Where L tremble to move, full as much as a mouſe! 
And Nanny's afraid to come. into this room; 
Indeed the poor creatufe can ſcarce hold a broom, 
For my miſtreſs, the ſays, has done nothing but beat ber, 
Since ſhe bruſh'd off the tail of the new alligator. 
I've a great mind to lay up my bruſh on the ſhelf,” 
And leave madam to duſt all her monſters herſelf. 
Would my maſter would make her, for theſe ſtocks 124 
ſt ones, | 
A young little plaything of 85 fleſh and bones! 
But, alas! theſe old ladies Who can't raiſe a boby, 
Are as full of nonſenſical niaggots as may be. 
And our houſe is fo cramm'd with this whimfical jumble, | 
That if you touch one thing, #nother will tumble. 
Madam fays, [ miſplace whatſoever I clean, 
But ll rentute to wipe off the duſt from this ſcreen. 
| 1 | [Throws it daun. 
2 : A plague 
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A plague take the things! they do nothing bur fall. 
Lud! my fingers have run thro' the cover and all. 
[Taking up the Screen, and uncovering it. 
"Tis my maſter's new drawing--how madam will thunder— 
This fine naked beauty I've torn quite aſfunder:. :- 
And the rent muſt be ſeen - can thruſt my whole thumb i in, 
And I've no time to mend it—my r 


Mas. Bi jou (entering in a dark ** Bed gen, 
with a Bruſh of Peacock's Feathers ” EN 


Some new miſchief's Jone here ee wary) Joan whats 
the oatter? 
I am fare you; broke nne heard be dauer. 
Joan. 
Indeed, Ma- am, | I've had a nod. cruel Ai, 
The 2 
Mas. Bizov., 
What! the beautiful work of s bet 
Joa x. 
My finger apt thro , ml wip'd it in baſte, 5 
But I'm ſure I can mend it again with ſome rate. | 
Mas. BIO. | 
You awkward, pert huſſey ! pray let it alone! 
Can paſte mend a flaw in a goddeſs's zone? 
Ye ftars! give me patience Get out of this door, 
And pray let me never ſet eyes on you more! 
T knew I ſhould ſuffer as ſoon as you came, 
For taking 2 thing with ſo gothic a name. 
| Joan. | 
I'll go—for I live but the lite fam 
Yet pray! on my name do not throw any ſlur! 
am ſure tis good Engliſh, altho' it is Iban, 
. een able to 806. * 


R. 
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Max. Bi jo (entering. 


What“ 5 the o matter, my dear nm new plague from 


maids? ? | 
You for ever are wem by theſe ea Ib: i 
If bred in this town, you object to their morals ; 
If ruſtics, they break all your glaſſes or corals. 


Let em come whence they will, they bring rrouble and 


ſtrife, 
And your quarrels ha ve made me half Gck of my life. 
| Mas. B1jou. | 
Don't ſay ſo |!—You know, my dear Mr. Bijou, 
T take no young maids, out of fondneſs to you; 
And theſe middle-ag'd creatures are all fo unhandy, 
They make me as fretful as old Mr. Shandy, 
But, my dear, if you ſee me ſometimes in a flame, 
I think you won't ſay that my temper's to blame: 
*Twas my love for the works of your delicate hand, 
Which produc'd an emotion J could not command. 
If I rated old Joan in a great agitation, - | 
I am ſure you will own 1 had much provocation, 
When you ſee this fad cauſe of the buſtle between us: 
She has utterly ruin'd your very beſt Venus, 
This new lovely drawing! the joy of all eyes! | 
IvowW I could cry.— 
Mx. Bijov. | 
What ſweet fofrnefs [—ſbe cries !— 
Theſe feelings, indeed, prove the true connoiffeur : © 
This ill treatment of Art her fine ſenſe can't endure. 
Henceforth, of my works let them ſay what they will, 
No painter can boaſt ſuch a teſt of his ſkill — 
Come, chear up, my dear Cognoſcente ! come! evan! 
Lean mend * 4 with 2 bruſh full of Sum. : 
Mas. Bijou. * | 
D' ye think you can mend it? and won't it look bos, 
V you don't hide the ſkin with the ſxitt of a gown? 


Twould 
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*T would be pity to cloak up a body ſo fine, 7 
Eſpecially fince you have drawn it from mine. - © 
And you know I caught cold, when I ftript to the N 
To fir for the figure, in true attic taſte: | 

But l did it from fondneſs, that you might not roam, 
And wickedly hunt after models from home. : 
To be ſure I love art—but all artiſts, they ſay, 

By their ſtudies of nature are tempted to ſtray ; 


And I own that your genius gives me great alarms. 
| Mx. Bijou. 


My gear, tender creature | pray truſt your ou charms! 
Mas. Bijou, 
AﬀeRionate terrors will riſe in my head. 
I was jealous, 1 own, n 

| _ _ Mx, Biyovu. 
What fond ſenſibility ! exquilte feeling! 

Mas. Bijou. 
I hope I was wrong, but ſtrange fancies will Real in, 
When fondneſs has open'd the heart to ſuſpicion. 
You're ſo dear to the females of every condition: 4 
But, 1 bope, Lady Fancybird was not ſo vicious 
There was nothing, indeed, in her air meretricious ; 
Yet a jealous pang ſeiz'd me, Ion, when I found 
That by will the bequeath'd to you three thouſand pound, 
'Tis true, that a legacy's very commodious ; 
Yet the money appears to me utterly odious, 
When I think it was poſlibly meant as the price 
Of endearments, to which ſhe had art to entice, 
And not in teturn for the pictures you drew, © © 
Of her parrot, her buli-finch, and old cockatoo. 

____ Mx, Bion. 

Lord! my dear, if ſuch phantoms your quiet conſume, 
You will make the old lady jump out of her tomb. 
"Tis true, that I flatter'd ber favourite paſſion, - 
As Lew lo be well with AF of faſhion: - 5 
| ut 


. 
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But pray don't ſuppoſe, I was &er ſo abſurd 
As to Rooms her pale cheek for the- pole of her bird. 
Mas. Bijo v. 
| Ab! you humorous man, you ve ſuch infinite wit, 
You can turn to a jeſt whatſoe er you think fit !— 
But my heart. on this point can be never at caſe, 
Unleſs you 'll allow me to ſpend as I pleaſe, 
Half the money, of which you re ſo oddly poſſeſt; 
And then I ſhall think it an honeſt bequeſt, . 
Beſides, there 's an auQion at Lady Toy-Truckle's, 
And I long for a rap at the Ducheſs's knuckles, 
Who out-bid me, you know, tother «ys for a ſhell. 
Tis all for your credit. | 
MX. Bijov. 
| Well! well! my dear, ws! 
I never refuſe you the caſh I can ſpare. - 2 
Mxs. Bijou. 
You are ſure I ſhall turn it to ſomething moſt rare: 
For indeed I'm no pitiful hoarder of 5 ; 
And 1 ve now ſet my heart on ſome true ancient delf. - 
Mx. Bijou... 
'Tis time you were dreſt. 
: Mas. Biyow. Þ9 - 313 
As I live, there's a tap ; 
I'm not fit to be ſeen, in this bed-gown and cap. 
Run! and charge them, my dear, not to let in a foul * 
With my cabinet duſt I'm as black as a col. 
Mx. Bij ov ti out 2* 
I'm too late. 
| | Mas. x cg F 
| "I my orders they don't care a pin; 
And to vex me, old Joan has let ſomebody i in. 
I'll eſcape—] can't bear to be ſeen in this trim. 
MX. Bijou, 
'Tis only Tom Careleſs—you need not mind him. FR: 
ner 
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Enter Careleſs and Mr. 2 
by 7  CanBLEss. 
Here, good folks! I have brought you a very rare bird ; ; 
Tis five years fince his notes in thistown n heard,” 
| Mx. Bijou. = 
= Mr. Cycle! my worthy, old friend! a 
| Give me leave to preſent to you Mrs. Bijou! 
4 Mus. Brzov. 
| Im aſham'd to be ſound in this garb. 
Ma. Bijou. > N # 
| ESE 01 wired | 
From a man of true ſcience you 've nothing to u ; 
He ll freely allow, for he's candid and juſt, „ 
Philoſophical ladies muſt dabble in duſt.— 
Mr. Cycle, my wife is a curious collector: 
In natural knowledge I hope you N direct her: 7, 
You are maſter of all, from the earth to the ſtars, 
And may aid her in ranging her — 
Ma. CT cs. ä 
She hall freely command all the little 1 "RY 
Mas. Br ou. 
You Wee obliging, dear. Sir, t 
But I cannot attend you in this duſty veſt, 
wha woes. prp I RS 
meh 
. ſha t ſtir, I proteſt; „ 
To talk of Weine my dear Ma'am, is a joke, 
To a ſage, who exiſts but in chemical finoke. | 
Your robe is indeed like the robe of Saint Bruno. 
Vet ſtill by your air we. might take you for Juno, 
While the tail of your pencoek, that type of command, 
With ſuch dignity waves' in your awful white hand, | 
Mas. Brjov; a * 
You're a young ber c. creature ! 15 a 
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Mx. CW cx. 
Theſe idle rogues, Madam, 
1 like ſons of the Serpent, than children of Adam, 
Are apt to eſteem it a dull occupation, * 
To ſtudy the wonders of this fair creation : 
And henee they all rally, with humor ill-plac'd, - 
Thoſe who ſeek for amuſement in ſcience and taſte. 
Mæ. Bizov. | 
Well aid! Mr. Cycle I'm dedibet Virtu 
Has found both a friend and a champion in you. 
Come and peep at my wife's philoſophical treaſure 
I hope you'll ſurvey it again, at your leiſure.— _ 
My dear, d ye allow me to ſhew your muſeum ? 
I'm exact in all matters of tuum and meum. 
Mas. Bijou. 9 
Mr. Cycle, 15 m ſure, is a privileg d man. 
Mæ. Bij eu. 
It is open — Sir! 


[Exit, with Mr. Cx cLB, into tht in Interior Apartment. 


Mxs. Bijou. LLC]. 

Pell me, Tom, if you can, 
Is not this Mr. Cycle a man of great worth. 
Who wrote a moſt excellent book on * Earth. 

_ CanBLEs. 
'Tis the author himſelf ; and I know not what college 
Can ſhew his ſuperior in virtue and knowledge. 
He's a man of few words, with a heart and a mind 
Ever buſied in ſchemes for the good of mankind; 
And he now viſtts London, in hopes to procure 
vome n in a plan for relieving the poor. 

Mas. Bizou,. 
The poor of their name I'm alarm d at the aheintich ;; g: 
Mr. Cycle, indeed, may have no ill intention, 
But I fear he Il involve my good huſband — - 
Theſe * of charity end in a bubble. as 
e 
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| The poor are ungrateful, diſorderly wretches, | 
Who can ſhift for themſelyes-by their tricks and their 
fetches; * 

They deſerve not a learned philoſopher s thought. 

 CantLEss. 
Your pardon 1—He Il think, if he thinks as he ought, 
That Philoſophy, drawing from Heaven her birth, 
Is the ſcience of ſoft'ning the evils on earth. i 
By your fears you have done our friend infinite wrong, 
For tho his heart's tender, bis judgment is ſtrong: 
To the projects of Folly he never can — 
Philantbropy's friend is not Phantafy's ups. 

Mxs. Bijou. —_ . 
Why, Cireleſs! you talk in a „ * 
Who could dream of a charity · ſermon from "ou . 
| CarBLESS.' . 
Oh! a cobler can preach, when his ſpirit A ia d. 
Mine is apt to blaze forth, if ] hear a friend blam'd ; - 
Aud indeed Ican't ftifle my heart's ebullitions, - - 
When ſuch good folks as you harbour vile ſuppoſitions. 
But I m ſure you'll forgive all the warmth I have ſhewn, 
When the worth of our friend is to you better known, 
If you're angry, I know that your anger will ceaſe, - 
When you hear on what terms I can purchaſe my Peace. 
A ſhell I can bring you. my intereſt ſuch i= 
Ver like what you lately gave up to = * 


. . 
Mas, Bo. 
| L 
As large us hr eg and Fay whale n 
CanBLESs. - 
Yes, I think 'tis as large, and in colour as bigh, 
258 Mas. Bijou, .. 
Are you fu of ts gr; 2 {4 
| CannLess., 
Do you queſtion my eye ? 


I'll 
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I'll convince you Tm right; let us inftantly lo 
At the fine colour'd plates in your great Daniſh book. 
Mxs. Bijou. Si 
Come—you give me more joy than I'm able to 1 | 1 
I can't bear that her Grace ſhould poſſeſs an Unique. | 
[They retire into the interior Apartment, from whence 
Mr. Bijou and Mr. Cycle return. 
- Mx. Bi} FU; | 
This ſcheme, my good friend, does you honor indeed. | 
In a buſineſs ſo noble I hope you'll proceed; _ . | 
And may you accomplith your utmoſt defires, | wo 
In raifing the ſum which your project requires fone: 
Pray look at this new little drawing of mine! 
Don't you chink i it an elegant pretiy deſign? Fog 
> oo. CYL: --:- 
Very lively indeed —But, my friend, vou forget 5 
What I've ſaid on the point of 1 incurring | this debt. EIN | 
Do not fly- from the ſubje& !—lI hate all evaſion: = 4 
I muſt ſay for your aid I have ſerious occaſion. 
You know what Pye aſk'd, and in aſking 1 deem, 73 
That I give you a proof of my cordial efteem.  _ 
In a poor-houſe myſelf I would rather work hard, 
Ann one nom I did not regard. | FS oP 
Ma. BI ou. | 
Mr. Ole. I know you're A man withour guile, 
And you think in a noble and fingular ſtyle „ 
But if aſking for caſh is of love a fure teſt, | 
With affectionate friends all the wealthy are veſt 
— Mx. CrcLe. 5 
W as J ſee that you wiſh to evade 
A requeſt, that I thought I with juſtice had made; 
As you know, when of fortune you felt a reverſe, 
You had once the command of my proſperous ge, A 
And fince you of opulence now are poſſeſt, 
More enrich'd too of late by a friendly bequeſt, 
< 503. , Sorts wt OY 


\ 
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1 ſuppos'd, without trouble— 
| +. +. Ms. %. 
Dear Cycle, tis true: 
You ſhall have: it; but mum ! towards Mrs. * 
„Ma. Creus. 
O! I now underſtand all the cauſe of demur; _ 
And if that is the caſe, I have done, my dear Sir. 
At the hazard of diſcord the ſum you ſha'n't lend; 
In family ſtrife I'll not plunge my old friend. 
12 Ma. Bizov. 
Do not think me a ſlave there's no danger of ſtrife : 
But you'll find, if you e'er try the conjugal life, 
It is beſt not to waken the frowns of a wife. 
Beſides, there is ſurely no reaſon why you 
Should talk on ſuch buſineſs to Mrs, Bijou. 
Ma. Cre. | 
There is certainly none—you ſhall doas oe pleaſe. 
| Mx. Bijou. . | 
One thouſand, my friend, I can ſpare you with . ; 
Tis the ſum I ſhall go to receive very ſoon; © 
If you'll call here again, you ſhall have it by noon. | 
And to tell you the truth, I would have you make haſte, 
Leſt my wife ſhould demand it for matters of taſte. . 
When an auction is near, ſhe is apt to be raſh, 
In laying her hand upon all my looſe caſh ; 
And as ſhe is thought ſo judicious a buyer, 1 
Her elegant wiſhes I ſeldom deny her. 
Yet tis time to grow prudent :—but huſh ! here they 


come. 

Remember my charge .- dear philoſopher, mum! 
| Enter Mrs. Bijou and Careleſs. 

MS. BIIo uv. 
O my TAR) T in | raptures : my young friend has 2 
All the bitter vexation I ve lately endur d. . 
Now in ſhells by the Ducheſs I am not ſurpaſt 3 
Tom will bring me the fellow to what ſhe bought 5 
K. 
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Mx. Bijou. | 
He's cncenttinh kind !-—But, my dear, it grows late; 
Remember the gueſt, whom you muſt not make wait. 
Old Baron Van-Bettle 's appointed to-day 
Your curious collection of flies to ſurvey ; 
As ſome buſineſs abroad will oblige me to leave him, 
I entreat you, my dear, to be dreſt to receive him, 
Theſe friends wal excuſe you. 
Mas. Bijou. 
Pl bid them deen 
Mr. Wer your ſervant Remember the ſhell! { . | 
„ Ma. Bijou, © 
0 my lend ! you've a thouſand new drawings to fon. — 
I can tell you, our artiſts grow jealous of me. 
Joan (entering haſtily.) - 
Sir, a coach is juſt ſtopt, and a man with a ſtar on— 
Mx. B1jou. 
Od's life! I muſt leave you, to wait on the "IR 
MM. Cycrx. 
| n we mayn't keep you. 
5 = Mn. Bijov. - | 
| | My good friends, aidien 4 
Dear Cycle! pray meet me again here at two! 
I am ſorry I'm fore'd thus to part with you now, 
But for ſuch an engagement I'm ſure you Il allow; 
For the flies are all rang'd in the parlour below, 
And a gueſt like the Baron one can't leave, you know. 
As the key's in the caſe, he perhaps might unlock it, 
And whip the beſt butterfly i into his pocket. 
*Tis a law with the curious to watch a colleQor, 
And you never muſt truſt im: Wes an inſpeQor. 
| 3 
| Can RELESS, © 
Now, my friend, i d' ye ſay to the portreh I pave? 
Wee my colours too dark for good Madam Bijou ? 


K 2 a But 
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But how have you far'd in your money-petition ? 
If you get it, I'll call you a mighty magician, 
I can tell you, that Madam ſuſpected a plot. 
Ms. CycLe. 
I've ; his —— ſhall J accept it, or _ 
— CartELess., 
If you can, by all means !{-—twill be ard from her 
clutches, 
Who would throw it away in out- bidding a Ducheſs : 
And at auctions indeed ſhe d her huſband undo, 
Were ſhe not in her houſe quite a cloſe- handed Jew. 
But on ſaving a penny ſhe frequently ponders, 5 
And her avarice ſcrapes what her vanity ſquanders.— 
O! if I were her maſter, her whimſies I'd cure, 
And make a good wife of this vile connoifſeur.— 
Nou for Beril——hbe's one of a different caſt. 
Mx. Cycrz. 
Come along !—ſfince I ſaw him ſome long years have poll, 
And I'm eager to claſp his affectionate en | 
CargELESS. © 

Stop a moment !/—and anſwer me this one i on 
Don't you ſee a fad change in our poor friend below? 
Where's the lively pn; der mad 
All his * e 
| —- -- a Coen. + 

Sd confeſs, by : his: carriage, 

He fone to be render d more ſerious by marriage. 
| . — '"CxreLes. . 
By wy tio, T am griev'd, in thus ſeeing him grow 
The poor trumpeting ſlave to his wife's raree-ſhew.— 
Well! ye Gods if, whenever my nuptial ſtar twinkles, 
Iſhould wed an old hunter of odd periwinkles, 
To engage her nice eye with unchanging attraction, 
nr ns in her arms to « cold petriſaction! Ge 


End ef ACT 1. 


r 


A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 


. 


SCENE I. An elegant Apartment, ornamented 
with a feu Bufts and Books, a large Statue covered 
up, and a Door open into a more extenſive Library, ; 


Mr. Beril 224 Harry. 


Ms. Be RIL, 
RAY, "Harry, remove. from the ſtatue its u cat; 
And be careful i in clearing the duſt from its baſe. 
| HARRY, | 
Directly, Sir ? | 
. WY Ma. Baatz. 3 
Yes! you muſt inſtantly do it, 
For my worthy Lord Seewell is coming to view it.— 
Now, my ſweet Lady Frances! I ſoon ſhall behold 
All thy quick ſenſibility wake and unfold : 
Thou wilt pay to this ſculpture the tribute moſt dear; 
Thou wilt praiſe the fine work. by an eloquent tear, 
Unleſs by gay Harriot thy ſoftneſs is check'd. 
How I long in thy features to mark the effect 
Produc'd by the wonders of exquiſite art, 
On a delicate mind and a ſenſible heart ! 
But why on thy graces do I raſhly dwell?  _ 
Why ſtudy thoſe charms, that I know but tao well? 
In my ſtation tis madneſs to think of thy hand ; 
Yet thou, of all women in this lovely land, 
Thou only could'ſ fill, in my deſolate breaſt, 
The place that my tender Sophia poſſeſt. 
Harry (advancing.) 
There, Sir, tis as neat as a new-twiſted- cond 3 
But I hope you won't ſell this fine thing to my Lord. 
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He's a deſperate bidder for ſtone-work, I'm told; 
Yet I hope you will keep it in ſpite of his gold. 
Mr. Bznat. | 
Do you hope ſo !—pray why —1 ſhould rather have h 
| thought TER 
You'd rejoice if his lordſhip the large * bought | 
It you ſaye you ſome trouble, 
Harxy. 
Por that 1 don t care. 
Why I wiſh you to keep it, III freely declare 
P've obſerv'd, fince the day that poor Miſs Sophy died, 
And that's five years, I think, next Bartholomew-tide, 
There is only this ſtatue, that's now in our ſight, 
In which you have ſeem'd to take any delight ; 
And if this marble woman your heart ſo engages, 
Before you ſhould ſell ber I'd give up my wages. 
Mr. BZN II. 
Thou'rt a generous lad, with an excellent heart !— 
Honeſt Harry ! the ſtatue and I ſhall not part. 
But I hear a coach op :—haſte, and let ig Lord in! | 
[Exit Harry. 
Ms. Be (alone.) Nh . 
Harry's n is affecting. Tis pleaſant to win 
A regard unconſtrain'd from the low ranks of life, 
Which are falſely ſuppos'd full of baſeneſs and firife. 
How miſtaken is he, who inceſſantiy raves, 
That domeſtics are nothing but idiots or knaves ! 
When nature oft ſhines, with a luſtre moſt fervent, 
In the zeal of an honeſt, affectionate ſervant. | 


Enter Lord Serwell, with WE n and Lady Hari 


| LoD SeewELL. 
"RE Beril, my girls would attend me, to ſee 


Either you or _ r er that may be, | | 
1 T know 15 
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I know you'll allow them a ſight of your treaſure, 
n 
My Lord, 1 confeſs, I had hopes of this pleaſure ; ; 
And my ſtatue henceforth I more highly ſhall rate, 
Since to that I'm in debt for an honor ſo great. + 
LADY Haxxior. 2 
That's Unie, Mr. Beril :—lI pray make it known, 
That we come for the ſake of the marble alone; 
For tho' we have both a fair name, as I think, | 
Yet our poor reputations will inſtantly fink, 
If tis ſaid by your neighbour, old Lady Snap-Fan, | 
That inſtead, of a ſtatue, we viſit a man. 
Mx. Bzzit, 
If « on ſpirit and worth there is any reliance, 
Lady Harriot may ſet every hag at defiance ; 
And force even Scandal in filence to-fit— 
If not Juſt to her innocence, aw'd by her wit. 
Lady HARRIOTr. | 
My Jear Sir, do not talk in ſo pleaſing a tone, 
If you do, 1 ſha'n't reliſh the ſilence of ſtone, 
And the ſtatue ll ſeem dull.-—So pray! tell us where is it, 
Pray * us to her that we're now come to Viſit, 
Mx. BEIII. | 
Here's the lody you honour. [Shewing the Statue. 
15 Loxp SEEWELL- | 
Indeed, this is fine: 
What perfect expreſſion | what ſtrength of 1 
Mr. BxRII. | 
Pray! my dear Lady Frances, adyance to the place, 
Which will give you, I think, the beſt view pf the face. 
| Tis the tender Alceſtis, juſt yielding her breath, 
On the arm of her huſband reclining in death; 
And tho'pain o'er her form ſo much languor has thrown, 
You may ſtill diſcern ann, your own. 
| Lone 
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| X | Lond SezwELL. | 
Whence came it, dear Beril?—'tis ſurely antique ; 
The work, my good friend, is undoubtedly Greek. 
I ſwear the Laocoon is not fo We: © 
Had I choice of the two, this, Fm clear, would be mine. 
The ſubje& more pleaſing !—exprefſion till higher !— 
This * hidden treaſute where could you acquire 
Mr. Be RI. 
I owe it to chance, to acknowledge the truth, 
And a princely wait brave Neapolitan youth, 
Whom I luckily fav'd, in a villainous ſtrife, 
From the dagger of jealouſy, aim'd at his life. 
The work was dug up on his father's eſtate, 
And, knowing my paſſion for marble is great, 
He nobly has ſent me the gift in your view, 
In return for what ctident led me to do. 
LA Serwert. 
'Tis the firſt piece of ſculpture perhaps on the earth, 
And I hardly know how to appreciate it's worth; 
But if ever you wiſh to diſpoſe of the treaſure, 
Fil accept it at three thouſand guineas with _ 
Mx. Bexir. 
My Lord, you now ſpeak with that liberal Giri 
Which you ever diſpldy when you eſtimate merit. 
Tho' I own works of aft, of ſuch high eſtimation, 
| Seem but ill to agree with my fortune and ſtation, 
Yet theſe figures at preſent I wiſh to retain, 
Tho' the wiſh may appear 6ftentatious and vain. 
But, my Lord, if they e er change their maſter anew, 
They ſhall find « more worthy poſſeſſor in you. 
LADY HAAIAIOTr. 
Well! ye dear eee you amaze me, I own, 
By the value you ſet on this ſorrowful ſtone. 
I indeed can believe 'tis a fine piece of art; 
But to buy it for furniture !—as to my part, 
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Id as ſoon o'er my houſe throw a ſepulchre's gloom, - 
And ys from Weſtminſter-Abbey a tomb, 
Lon SEEWELL, Che 
You're a wild idle gipſy, and paſt all conecliog ; 
You have not the leaſt reliſh for what is affecting. 
LADY HaxxtorT. 
That's. your fault, dear Papa; - but my ſiſter, you fe, 
Makes ample amends for this failing in me ; 
She gazes, like you, with ſuch ſerious delight, 
That ſhe's half turn'd to marble herſelf by the ſight : 
I vow it has made her unable to ſpeak, 
And has drawn a cold tear down her petrified cheek, 
LADY Frances. 
Pray! my dear, don't expoſe me! 
Mx. BERII. 
O O ſeek not to hide 
What nature deſign'd your chief beauty and pride !— 
With different charms ſhe enriches the earth ; 
To your ſiſter ſhe gave the ſweet dimples of mirth 3 
And, that each in her province no rival may find, 
All the ſoft penſive graces to you ſhe aſſign d. 
LADY HARRI Or. 
Believe me, you ſhine, Mr. Beril, moſt brightly, 
In the delicate ſcience of praiſing politely ; _ 
In which many beaux are ſo ſavagely ſtupid, _ 
They a ſcalping-knife take for the weapon of Cupid ; 
And to tickle one nymph, baſely flaſh every other. 
Well! dear Frances, how are you? 
Lavy FRANCES. | 
| Indeed I can't Gen 
What !] feel in ſurveying this wonder of art 3 
It has ſomething which takes ſuch faſt hold of the heart. 
In the faint dying wife ſuch a fond reſignation! 
In the poor widow'd huſband ſuch wild agitation! 
Such ſorrow ! ſueh anguiſh w__ love to Alceſtis ! | 
Lavry 
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| Lapy HaxxtorT. 
That is true ; but I know the whole ſtory a jeſt i is; 
And Fa I think, ſuch a ſhuffling poltroon, 
That he moves me no more than the man in the moon. 
A pitiful fellow! to live, in his caſe, 
And let his poor wife paſs the Styx in his place! . 
Modern huſbands, indeed, I believe would be merry, 
If their wives in their ſtead would croſs over that _ 
: | Mx. BBAII. FL 
But perhaps, Ma'am, you think that no huſband could find 
A young modern wife of Alceſtis's mind ? 
Lapy HARRIOr. 
No! indeed, my good. Sir Here's my dear fſter F an, 
She'd be willing io die, to preſerve her good man; 
But I own for myſelf, I ſhould doubt and demur, 
If 1 thought my ſpouſe-wilh'd his own trip to defer : 
Tho' myſelf to his fortunes I'd freely devote, 
If we both might embark at one time in the boat, 
I confeſs I ſhould ſcarce be ſo wondrouſly kind, 
As to ſet fail myſel but to leave him behind. 
Harry (entering. 1 
Two gentlemen, Sir, wiſh to ſee you below ) 
Mr. Careleſs is one, | 
Lord SEEWELL (to Mr. Beril. ) 
Harriot's favourite beau! 
LADY Hazztor, 
Lord, Papa! Mr. Beril will think me in love. 
| MR. Bex1L'(to Harry.) | 
Let the * — know we expeQ-them above. 
5 6 [Exit Harry. 
Lo RD JEIEY 
Tom and Harriet have long had flirtations gather, 
But their courtſhip has-changeable fits, like the weather : 
The improvident girl, thinking lovers are plenty, 
Declares ſhe won't wed till ſhe's paſt one-and-twenty ; : 
Y4*.. Nor 
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Nor e' en then take her beau, tin her charms ſuch her 
truſt is)... 
Unleſs he bids fair to become A chief juſtice; 
And Tom is the heir of too large an eſtate, - 
To load his gay ſpirit with law's heavy weight. 
But here comes our young lawyer, to urge his own plea ! 
| Enter Careleſs a-d Mr. Cycle. 
' Mx. BERIL. : 
My dear Tom! how d'ye do? My good FRI can it be? 
ls it you, my dear Cycle, my long-abſent friend? 
„ Meeren 3 
And ſtill heartily yours. 
MA. Beate, | 
But why would you not ſend, 
And of your affeQion afford me a proof, 
By beſpeaking your quarters here under my roof. 
However, I'm happy, that chance is ſo kind, 
As to give me th',occafion-Pve long wiſh'd to find, 
To preſent you to one, who, of all men on earth, 
1s moſt able to judge of your genius and worth.— 
My dear Lord, to your notice now let me commend 
The man to whoſe name you're already a friend! - 
Behold Mr. Cycle! 
- "7; *20kD SEEWELL. 
Dear Sir, let me ſay, 
That I often have wiſh'd for this fortunate day, 
Which makes me acquainted with one whom | deem 
So juſtly entitled to public efteem 
Whoſe writings and life ſhew in faireſt alliance, 
Philanthropical virtue and genuine ſcience. 
Ma. Crcre.. | 
My good Lord, theſe are honours far more than my y due, 
Yet [ own with delight I receive them from you; 
As you're led to o'er-rate my poor merits, J feel, 
By this dear partial fiiend's kind affectionate zeal. 
55 = | Loxp- 
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7 LoxD SEEWELL, 
He indeed is your friend—l regard his applauſe ; 
But to wiſh your acquaintance I've ffill higher cauſe. 
Be aſſur d I ſhall think myſelf truly your debtor, 
If you'll give me the pleaſure of knowing you better. 
Either Beril or Careleſs will guide you to me; | 
I have ſome things perhaps it may pleaſe you to ſee: 
Yet no gem, I believe, that's ſo worthy your ſight, 
As a ſtatue which Beril has juſt brought to light. 
Allow me to ſhew it you | 
Mx. BeriL (to Lady Frances 1 
Tour tender breaſt, 
My dear Lady Frances, I fear, is oppreſt 
By this ſculptur d diſtreſs, the mere creature of art, 
Yet too painful a ſcene for ſo feeling a heart. 
Lapy Frances. 
No, indeed [—at firſt ſight, tho? it made my veins thrill, 
And I felt thro' my boſom a cold i icy chill, 
That impreſſion once over, I view it again 
With a ſoothing delight, unembitter d by pain. 
Lavy HazziorT (to Careleſs.) 
And pray, Sir, from which court of juſtice come you? 
CargLESS, | 
From the 8 court of wiſe Madam Bijou; 
Where, blind as old Themis, ſhe utters decrees 
On the price of ſtuff d parrots and petrified trees. 
Lapvy HARRIOr. 
O you miſchievous creature! you certainly mean, 
By the ſound of her name to awaken my ſpleen : 
You know that the thought of her fickens me quite, 
And that I at her houſe muſt do penance to-night. 
CargLss. | 
Then I vow I'll be there, if it's only to ſee 
How Mortification and you may agree: 
Even that gloomy ſpright muſt appear with ſome grace, 
If it lurks in che lines of ſo lively a face. * 
ADY 
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LADY Harrtor. 
All my gaiety dies when her preſence I come in; 
No cramp-fiſh could give me a ſhock ſo benumbing 
She's my utter en | 
LORD SEEWELL. | 
Pray tell me, my dear, 
Of whom do you ſpeak in a ſtyle ſo ſevere? 
LADY HARRIOTr. 
Of your friend, dear Papa, your good Mrs. Bijou. 
Lo RD SEEWELL. 
That's ungrateful, dear Harriot—ſhe's civil to you; 
And you ſhould not indulge a fatyrical vein. 
LADY HARRTOr. 
You forget, my dear Sir, how you often complain 
That her low little pride, and nonſenſical whim, 
Have reduc'd your old friend to a pitiful trim; 
And I think ſhe has made him fo gloomy a ſlave, 
She has pent her good man in Trophonius's cave. 
Such to him was the temple of Hymen ; for after 
He enter'd its veſtibule, farewell to laughter, 
Lok SEEWELL. 
Why, Harriot ! you really are quite acrimonious : 
But if you call wedlock the cave of Trophonius, 
Have a care, if that cavern you chance.to ſtep near ! 
You love laughing too well to reſign it, my dear. 
Lapy Haxxlor. | 
And therefore, tho? woo'd like the nymph of Toboſo, 
I never will marry an old victuoſo, 
Who thinks himſelf bleſt with taſte, ſcience, and worth, 
Becauſe he picks up all the odd things on earth. — 
When a paſſion for art, or for nature, is join'd 
With a warm friendly heart, and a liberal mind, 
I reſpe& the pure taſte which that union produces, 
Free from-yanity's ſordid fantaſtic abuſes. 
Tho' I do not poſſeſs it, I ſee and commend 
Such taſte, dear Papa, both in you and your friend; 
But 
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But I view with an utter contempt, I confeſs, 5 
Thoſe who awkwardly ape what you really poſſeſ: 
Aud for Mrs. Bijou, the has juſt as much ſoul 
As a monkey, who carries queer things to its hole: 
She with wonderful guſto, half Gothic, half Dutch, 
Like an old ſquirrel, hides all ſhe can in her butch. 
CARELESS. . 
An excellent portrait! and true, I proteſt, 
For I've juſt had a peep at the old ſquirrel's neſt. 
| LApY HARRTOTr. 
Pray, ſince we together her cloſet inſpected, 
What whimſical rarities has ſhe collected? 
- - CarEeLess: | 
O, before I could count half the baubles ſhe buys, 
I could tell you the name of each ſtar in the ſkies : 
Her ſphere is too wide for my genius to ſcan it; 
But I know what ſhe reckons her Georgian plaget, e 
Her newly · fund ſtar - which to- night, if you're free, 
Thro' a glaſs ſhe perhaps may allow you to ſee. 
LADY HAAAIOT. 
What wonder is this ?—is it fleſh, fiſh, or fow! ? 
A Liliput dog? or a Brobdignag owl? 7? 
Ori is it a remnant for Joſeph's odd coat? 
CARELESS. ; 
It is — once held by a perſon of note 
In our land; and now | defy you to gueſs. 
LDT HaARRTOTr. N 
Is it Effex' s ring? or the ruff of Queen Beſs? 7 Toy” 
Or Alfred's cake-toaſter? or Rizzio's fiddle? 
Pray tell me —1 hate to be teaz d by a . 
CaxnzLESSsG. 
In ſhort, Oy a  night-cap, not worth half a grout, 
Which ſhe for a guinea has luckily bought; 
Becauſe this old fragment of woiſted, ſhe vows, 
Once ſery'd as a crown for poor Chatterton's brows a 
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Tho' I think we ſhould find, if we knew the whole truth, 
That the cap was ne er ſeen by that wonderful . 
LapT HARARIOTr. | 
Now, Chatterton | boaſt, that thy ill-fated verſe 
Can teach antiquarians to open their purſe! 
Yet hadft thou, in miſery, ſu'd for that guinea, 
Its miſtreſs had call'd thee a vain rhyming ninvy 3 "I 
And prov'd, to thy grief, by the ſtyle of her giving, 
Virtuoſo's have little eſteem for the living. | 
Lo RD SEEWELL. 
Come, Harriot! I muft ſtop the tide of your wit, 
Tho' you're now on a topic you don't love to quit. 
(To Mr. Beril.) 
We and take our leave—Many thanks for our plea- 
ſure.— | 
Mr. Cycle, remember your firſt FER of leifure — 
You ſha'n't ſtir, my dear Beril, you ſha'n't lea ve your 
; fr iend 3 
Here is Careleſs, you know, on the zirls to attend. 
Let us ſee you together, and ſhortly !—Adieu ! 
'  Lapy HARRTOr (to Careleſs, aide.) 
Below let me whiſper a feu words to you! 
| Mr. Beril and Mr. Cycle, 
Mr. Bezit. 
Well, my worthy old friend, I rejoice you are e here, 
And that now you are known to that excellent peer; 
Who, free from all pride, affectation, and vanity, 
Unites uſeful virtue to pleaſing urbanity ; 
Plain, ſimple, fincere, yet of judgment reſin 'd, 
And fond of the arts, as they're friends to mankind ; 
Ennobled much leſs by his birth than his ſpirit, 
The model of Honor, and patron of Merit! 
But how have you done for this age? and what ho | 
For the profit of ſcience, or ſeryice of man, 
Brings you now from your fay'rite ſequeſter'd retreat? 
Whate'er the pecalion, I'm glad that we meet; 


Tho 
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'Tho' I meant to be with you ere next ſummer” 's ſua.. 

| Mx. CrcLe. | 

1 know, my dear Beril, that you are not one 

Whoſe welcome will ſuddenly fink into ſorrow, 

When I tell you, I now vifit London to borrow, 
Mx. Bean. a 

If I'm able to levy the ſum you require, >, 

The world can ſcarce give me a pleaſure much . 

Than that of aſſiſling a friend, to whoſe mind WY 

I have infinite debts of a far deeper kind. 

I can never forget what I owe to your care, 

In the frenzy of deſolate love and deſpair ; 

When my reaſon had yielded to paſſion's wild ns 
Your friendſhip alone reconcil'd me to life... . 
But tell me, dear Cycle, what ſum will ſuffice 7 

Mx. CrcLEe. 

You muſt know, I have lately been led to derile 
A ſcheme for the poor— 

| Ms. Beni, 

My dear friend, at your leiſur ure 
Fil hear your benevolent projects with pleaſure 3 | 
But farther diſcourſe you muſt let me prevent, 8 
On the ſource of your wants, till I know their extent; 
For indeed I can't reſt, till Im happily ſure 
That whatever you wiſh I have means to procure, 
Mx. Cycrs. | 
Not to keep you in doubt, then, my dear ardent friend, 
Two thouſand, I fancy, will anſwer my end: 5 
The one I am promis d to- day from Bijuu 
For the other, I own, Pve depended on you. 
| Ma. Bzxiz. 

And why not allow me to furniſh the whole — 
Poor Bijou has a wife with no liberal ſoul ; 
If any demur in-that quarter you ſee, 
| entreat you to take all you vi for of me. 1 
| ut 
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But of this more anon—here is Careleſs return'd, 
Mr. Beril, Mr. Cycle, and Careleſs, 
| CantLess. 
Well! my worthy hiloſopher,' a n't you . 
To find our friend ſtill unſupply'd with a wife, 
Thus form'd as he is for the conjugal life? 
As you re fond of new ſchemes for the good of the nation; | 
I'll recommend one to your conſideration ; 15 
To revive wedded love, that old, obſolete paſſion, 
And bring honeſt Hymen again into faſhion! 
Mx, CycLe. 
In truth, my y dont Tom, I am quite of your id 
There is no better ſeheme for the good of mankind; 
And nothing, I know, that could give it more weight, 
Than the grace which our friend woult beſtow on that 
nn, | | 
Mu. Be RIL. 
You are merry, good friends !—1 ſubſcribe to your joke— 
My gravity 's fit for the conjugal yoke ! | 
' CaRELESS. 
Iam e WERY and have often declard, 
That had I a ſiſter, for wedlock prepar d, 
Ofall men in the world, if you'd deign to embrace her, 
In your armgg-it would make me moſt happy to place her. 
But youre courted, too much to be eaſily won; 
He, whom many are fond of, can fix upon none. | 
Ms BZRIL. 71 
Indeed, my dear Tom, you are wrong on this theme = 
In return for a proof of your cordial eſteem, 
I' tell you the reaſon, with frankneſs and truth, 
Why no nymph has ſupply'd the loſt love of my youth : 
There is one, whoſe mild virtue and elegant grace, 
The dear girl Ideplore in my heart might replace; 
But my fortune's too humble for her rank of life, 
Tho? ſhe 58 de your Her, ſhe. can't be my wife, ; 
L +Canep- 
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;  CanenLEss. F 
Would you wed Lady Frances 7 
Ma. CVS. 
5 The lady I've ſeen? 
She is like | poor Sophia i in features and mien. 
| Mx. Bx RAIL. | 
You are right, my dear friend ;—it was that very thou 
Led my heart to“ attach itſelf more than it ought: i 
But my reaſon conſiders her rank and her ſtation, 
And forbids me to form any raſh expectation. 
Nor would I attempt to engage her affection, 
Without the leaſt hope of our happy connection. 
CannLeEss. 
More honor than foreſight you ſhew by this ſtrain. 
Be bold !—there is nothing you may not attain.— 
More of this when we meet -I muſt now ſay adieu · 
MI. Crcrz. 
So muſt I- bor you know my appointment at two. 
„I, 
But I "ITS my good friends, you will both PR e with me. 
Ms. Cycre. 
For wel, 1 wo return to you ſoon after three, 
| CanegLEss. 
Iam grier d to refuſe ſuck a frank invitation: 
But to tell you the truth ve a kind —— 5 
. Ms. BERIL. ok 
Love and pleafre attend you! 
Nee Ol | 
Dear Beril, alles 
Let us all meet + o-night at the houſe of Bijou! 


[ . 


7b. Drawing Moos: of Mes. Bijou. 


Mas. Bijou (lee ul ſbe enters.) 

"FR orer the en and tell me who knocks Z 

| 2 Joan entering. * ; | 
Mr. Varniſh is come, with a thing in a box, 


( 


ler, 


Mzxs. 
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Mxs. Brzov. | 
A thing in a box!—You re a horrible Goth: 
But as you're to leave me, I'll ſtifle my wrath, 
"Tis a 8 you * *. him brings it to me. 
[Exit Joan. 
Some cabinet jewel 1 now hope to ſee. | 
This intelligent Varniſh my patronage courts, 
And I get the firſt peep at whate'er he imports. ' 
Mrs, Bijou 'and. Mr, Varniſh. 
| «£45 Mir. B1Jov. 
Well, Varniſh ! 
ro Mx. VARXIS . 0 
Dear Madam, with moſt bumble an 
I have brought you a gem of unparagon' d beauty. 
‚ Ms. e 
Good Varniſh ! what is it? 
Mx. Varniss. 
An exquiſite Titian. 
You never fa one in ſuch brilliant e 
22 - Sar ee be 
And what is the ſubject? 
Mx. Vaznisn coming the Caſe.) rt; op 
| Now, Ma'am, I Il diſplay It.— f 
| Here” $a feaſt for the eye that knows how to it i 
Here 's a Joſeph l ne'er- ſaw bia like in my life. 
And pray, Ma' am, obſerve what a Potiphar's wife! 
How chaſte the deſign ! yet the colours how, warm! 
What tints in each face | and what life in each form! 
Pray! Madam, remark how he ſtruggles to fly ! | 
We hear bin exrlaiming, No, Miſtreſs I not 1!” 
Mus. Bijov. 
I "ds very fine, and has ftriking-expreſſion.— 
Was it ever in any great perſon's AIR d 
Mx. VaINISR. 15 
Not a ſoul here has ſeen it, except a poor ay | 
n it was bought: — but, alas! *twas too dear. 


L 2 His 
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His ſteward, my friend but I muſt not be raſh, 
And betray a good Earl, with more guſto than caſh.— 
Our Lords are all poor, and ſo ruin'd my trade is, 
] ſhould ſtarve, were it not for you well-judging ladies. 
There's my old Lady Ogle-nud, had ſhe a Peep, | ; 
Would certainly buy it before ſhe would ſleep: 
But having receiv'd many favours from you, * 
made it a point you ſhould have the firſt view. 
Mai. Das, 
I thank you, good Varniſh.—But what is the pw? 
Mx. VaꝝRVIs sz. 
She d give me a thouſand, I know, in a trice, 
And buy ſome companions beſides, if I had 'em; 
But I'll leave it with you for eight hundred, dear Madam, 
Mxs. Bijzov. 
Eight hundred !—Sure, Varniſh, that ſum is too muck. 
Mx. Vaxn1sHn. 
Dear Madam, obſerve what a delicate touch! 
See how finely us pencil'd ! and what preſervation ! 
There is not, I know, ſuch a gem in the nation; 
And Italy has not a brighter, I'm ſure. 
The figures ſo glowing ! the ſtory ſo pure |— 
Good ladies would never have wandering ſpouſes, _ 
If they'd only bang ſubjeQs like this in their a | 
Mas. BHO. ; | 
I proteſt, your remark is ingenious and new: 
You have guſto in Morals as well as Virta, 
Ma. Varxnisn (afide.) © | 
I have hopes that my hint will aſſiſt our tranſaction, 
For the old dame is jealous, they ſay, to diſtraction. 
Mxs. Bijov. | 
Well! Lown, Mr. Varniſh, your picture is fine,— - 
If my huſband is rich, it ſhall * be mine. 
Here he < comes to decide i it. 
* | Enter 
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Fuer Mr. Bijou. 

Ms. Bijou. | | 
My dear, here's a a feht! 
| You are luckily come to complete my delight. 

Mr. Varnith has been ſo exceedingly kind, | 
As he knows on a Titian I've long ſet my mind, 

To bring me the fineſt I ever ſurvey'd : 
And as we have often befiiended his trade, 
He offers to leave it a bargain with us. 
Mx. Bijou, 
Its merit or r price it is vain to diſcuſs ; 
Tho' the picture poſſeſſes ſo tempting an air, 
At preſent, my dear, I've no money to ſpare. 8 
Mas. Bijou. 

Mr. Varniſh, p pray ſtep in the parlour below ! 
Our final reſolve you ſhall preſently know. 
Mx. VARANIs R. 

Dear Madam, for hours I Il wait on your pleaſure ; 
And I beg you will note all its beauties at leiſure. 
(Aſide, as he goes aut.) 

Now ſucceſs to the ſex ge this ſtruggle more glorious! 
the Joſeph be, kind ! and the Lady victorious! 

Mas. BI ou. 
My aas. you 4 nat let the picture depart, 
When you ſee it has taken ſuch hold on my heart !— 
I really can't reſt, till a Titian we ve got, 
That aus may have ſomething Lord Seewell has ner. 
And as we expect him, you know, here to- night, 
1 would ſhew him this piece with triumphant 2 
Ms. BIjov. | 

* to indulge ; all your wiſhes, my dear; 
But I' m quite out of cath. 
. Ms. Bijou. 

Nay! Bijou! Iam clear 
Tou have now all I want in your pocket. Come! cone! 
I know you went out to receive a large ſum ; 


And 
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And ſtill have it about you. I vow I will look. 
Here it is Om are notes in this little red book. ' 
| [Tales out his Pocket-Budk, 
£575 54 Ma. Brjov. = 
Indeed, 1 muſt beg you that book to releaſe! | 
Mas. B1jov. - 
Here are ten, I declare, of an hundred apiece !- 
II] take juſt enough, and reſtore you the reſt. 
Mx. Bijou. | 
I can't ſuffer this freedom, my dear, I proteſt ; | 
For the notes are not mine, they belong to a friend. 
Mas. Bijou. 
Toa friend —01 I gueſs, Sir, to whom you would lend, 
Your fly-looking gueſt, | Mr.-Cycle 's the man; 
I know he was here on a borrowing plan. 
Throw your thouſand away on a charity bubble! 
And lea ve your poor wife to vexation and trouble ! 
Mx. B1jov. - | 
Nay! my dear, be not vex'd |—you have ailungrtoo 
The ſum will be ſafe, e ar, Mfg e 
> Mas. Bizyov. © 
And what is the pitiful proſit you'll raiſe, . - _. 
Compar'd to the tranſport with which we ſhould gaze 
On the picture my fondneſs would have you poſſeſs, 
For reaſons the pureſt that wife can profeſs ? 
Uakind as you are {+ have reaſons above 
Even profit and AW reaſons of love: 
»Tis my aim, by this modeſt production of art, 
To ſtrengthen ydur virtue and — your heart. 
If you daily ſurvey an example ſo bright, 
This model of continence ever in fight, 
No naughty young women will tempt you to wander, 
But your truth and your love willgrow firmer and fonder. 
Mx. Bijov. 
What a tender idea how virtuouſſy kind! 
What affection and taſte! by each other refin'd ! 


Mas. 


\ 
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Mxs, Bijou. 
But if for a poor and a fooliſh projector, 
You can thwart a fond wife, can affli&t and negleQ her— 
Gol gol I ſhall weep, while abroad you may roam, 
That your charity has no beginning at home. 
Mx. Bijou. 
It begins, and ſhall end there. I m melted, my dear fam. 
You * keep all the notes l Let me kiſs off that tear! 
Mas. Bijou. 
Now again you 're my own, dear, delightful Bijou! 
And the Titiom: is mine, and my love will be true! 
I [Exitin yOu 2 
| Mx. ae {alone.) / 
Such virtuous eadenrments what heart could reſiſt? 
Yet I fear by poor Cycle this ſum will be miſs' d. 1 
And what ſhall I fay for the failure ? In ſooth, 
I think *twill be faireſt to tell him the truth :: 
And, fage as he is, he perhaps too has felt 
That gold, at the breath of a woman, will melt.— - 
As I live, here he is ! and I look rather ſmall, 
With a pocket ſo empty, to anſwer his call. 
Enter Mr. Cycle. 
| Mx. Bijou. 
Mr. Cycle, you re come, and I'm really en 3 
But I know the miſchance will by you be excus d. 
In notes I had got you the thouſand EN 
They were all in this pocket | 
Ma. 1 
The thieves af the ſtreet 
Have not t pickd = Aan in the buſtle of ſtrife ? 
Ma-. Bajou... 
It was pick d. I confeſs, by the hand of. my wie 3 
But for reaſons ſo pure, in ſo tendet a mode 
Mx, CyclE. 
I am happy i the n is for W OS. 
y © 


— 
— 2 —— 
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| Mx. B1jov. -. 

Lknow you 'll forgive, when I come to explain. 

Mx. CycLz. 
Dear Bijou! let me ſave you at once from that: pain . -\ 
And aſſure you, with truth, that I now really come: _ 
As ready to quit, as totake up the.ſum ; 
Since Beril's fo kind, that, without my deſire, 
He has t me all that my wants can require. 

Mx. Bijou. 
I proteſt, I am glad you have found ſuch a friend; 
But if you hereafter ſhould wiſh me to lend, 
I beg you will call without ſcruple on me.— 
Your worthy friend Beril to-night we ſhall ſee ; 
And Seewell, in guſto the firſt of our Earls, | 
Will be here with his daughters, two delicate wick ! 
To prove, my good friend, your forgiveneſs is hearty, 
Let me hope you will kindly make one of the party ! 


Ma. CrcLe. 
| Moſt chearfully! 1 


Ma. Bij ou. 


Well —I am griev'd, Imuſt lays : 


That I cannot detain you to dinner to-day ; 

But to tell you the truth, when for theſe gala nights 

My wife is preparing to ſhew her fine ſights, 1 

She ſpends ſo much time in adjuſting her ſhelves, 

That we take a cold ſnap in the odds Ad ourſelves. 

So I'm ſure you'll excuſe it. 
Ma. Cc. 535 

Vun reaſon. is frong ; ; 
And I'm "IN my friend, I eee 5 
Mx. B1jov. * 

We have time enough yet—do not hurry away! 

| „ + Mx, Cvcrx. > ; 

It EY wow late, 

"Ms. Bryov. 


I won't preſs you to ſtay, 
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As at night o'er our concert you 'I come to preſide. 
I am heady: glad all your wants are 2 
Ma. CycLe. | 
Indeed; I believe you, my honeſt Bijou ! 
So, till night, fare you: well! 


Mx. BI jou. | 
My dear Cycle, adieu! 
5 End of ACT: V. 
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. 
SCENE IL 
Lord Seewell and Lady Harriot. 


IAD Haxmior,, 
EAR Papa, don't betray me !—her delicate mes | 
Would be wounded, 1 know, and would —— 
unkind: 
So far from allowing, what now 1 impart, 
dhe herſelf little knows the true ſtate of her heart. 
LorD SEEWELL. 
Believe me, my dear, I with pleaſure ſurvey 
The ſiſterly fondneſs you warmly diſplay. Fea ; 
But you, who for others ſo ſenſibly feel, | 1 
May here be the dupe of affeQionate hed; | 
And I hope you 're miſtaken, 
LADY Haxrior. | 
Muay dear Sir, obſerve! 
You may trace her attachment in every nerve: . 


If 
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If I name Mr. Beril in ſome idle tale, e 
Poor Fanny will bluſh, and as often turn pale, - _ 
In bis abſence ftill more and more penſive ſhe grows, 
Yet thinks not from whence her uneaſineſs flows. 
And when he returns, tho? her pleaſure is meek, 
Yet the glow of content may be feen on her cheek ; 
And her heart, as if fally conſol'd by his fight, 
Appears to repoſe in a tranquil delight. 
Dear Papa, you'll perceive, if you'll open your eyes, 
That from none but herſelf ſhe her love can diſguiſe. | 
One other exception perhaps we may find, | 
As I think Mr. Beril is equally blind, 
And robb'd, like herſelf, of the talent of ſeeing, 
By that diffident love, which denies its own being. 
Loxp SzxweLt. 
1 hope this attachment, which neither has ſhewn, 
Exiſts, my good girl, in your fancy alone. 
Hp Haxztor, 
Why ſo, my dear Sir ?—Should it prove, as you fear, 
J hope, dear Papa, that you won't be ſevere. 
Conthder the delicate frame of my ſiſter ! - | 
But I know you ve a heart that edn never reſiſt her, 
If you once clearly ſee ſhe has fixt her affeQion, 
Tho' ſhe own not her wiſhes for ſuch a tonteRionz 
As you know that her nature's ſo modeſt and meek, | 
She would die from concealment befote ſhe would ſpeak. 
I have firength to encounter the croſſes of life, 
And to make my part good, as « daughter or wife: 
But our gentle ſweet Frances is ili-form'd to bear 
The undeſerv'd load of vetation and care; 
And therefore ſhould wed, unreyardful of pelf, 
A buſband as tender and mild as herſelf. 
Lon SzeweLL. 
Your ati J think, is not perfectly juſt. 
I the kindneſs of Beril perhaps ] might truſt ; a 
| ut 
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But the motive you urge for this union, my der, 
Is what, I confeſs, would awaken my fear. ; 
As you ſay, your mild fiſter ſhould never be harraſs d 
By thoſe various ills with which life is embarraſs'd, 
J ſhould guard her from all the vexations that wait 
On a liberal mind with a narrow eſtate: 
And if Beril had thoughts of becoming my ſon, 
Had ho not more I arms * a this muſt em 
LAdbr Han RRIOT. 
VI remove it, my Lord, for indeed this is all: | 
As you think they Il be pinck'd by an income too dual, 
You ſhall add to their fortune, and large it will be, 
Two thirds of the portion you ve deſtin d for me. 
Lo RAD SZEW ZLI. 
Dear Haniot! I'm charm'd with thy ſoul, I conſels; 
Thou irt a generous girl—to a noble el. 
LADY Haar. 
To that name, dear Papa, I've no title, indeed, 
As J only give up what I never can neee. 
In your houſe all my wants will, I know, be ſupply; ; 
And if I ſhould leave it, as Careleſs's bride, | 
The liberal heir of ſo large an eſtate 
Will not grieve that my fortune has ſunk in its weight. 
Or ſhould my ſwain frown at the change in my purſe, 
He may e en take old Themis for better for worſe z 
For tho', I confeſs, he has won my regard, 
Yet the knot of my love is not twiſted {6 hard, 
But *twill flip in a moment, if ever I ſee 
That he: s rather more fond of my purſe than of « me. 
© + Lord SeeweELL. 
Tiis a pity, the friendly illuſions of youth = 
Cannot inftantly turn into ſubſtanee and truth. 
Your affectionate fancy, my dear, is delighted 
With the dream of bebolding two-perſon? united, 
BL BV+-565 , 1 ogedioc at To ee 
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Whom you. fondly ſuppoſe only form'd for 2 mo: 
Lapy Haxzior. 
I ſhould like Mr. Beril, I own, for my eee 
Becauſe I'm convinc'd, that no mortal on earth, 
In manners, in temper, in taſte, and in worth, 
Ts form'd ſo exactly to ſuit ſuch a wife. 
On their laſting anche! d venture my life, 
Loxp SeEeEWBLL. | | 
Your warm heart, my good girl; your young judgment 
|  deceives, | 
And what the firſt wiſhes the focond believes. 
Dear Harriot, to this fancied match there may be 
Many bars, which your eyes are unable to ſee: 
A miſtreſs conceal'd with a young little _—_— 
LADY Haxmor.- 
Should an angel Auers it, the fac 1 4 "A 3 
For had Beril been loaded with ſuch a . 
In his eyes I had never pereciv'd his affection. bo 
But I'll preſently, ſolve any doubts of this kind.. 
As I'ni ſoon to be told the true ſtate of his mind; 
For Careleſs has promis d 
Lo RD SEEWELE. - + | 
POTS ELED O fie! 8 bel 
Your i 1 * has now riſen too high. 
I am really IIA your great indiſcretion. 
| Lay HaxIor. 
Nay! but hear me, my Lord !—1 have dropt no > expreſſion 
No! not one ſingle hint, that could. truly diſcover 
Why in ſuch a reſearch I commiſſion'd my lover! 
Don tthink, dear e I'd my ſiſter 1! 
Enter a Servant. 
> -OERVANT.. 
Mr. Berl, fig * ſent this letter. 
Lon SEEWELL. | 
| Stay ! ſtay! . 
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Does any one wait for an anſwer below ? 
.. » SERVANT, 
No, my Lord, the man's gone. 
. Lo RAD SWELL. 
Very well! you may gol 
| [Exit Servant. 
Laar HaxRkior. | 
Should this be an offer !—"twould give me great pleaſure; 
But I. fear he's too modeſt to take ſuch a meaſure.— 
Dear Papa! does he venture on any advances? 
| Loxp SEEWELL, N 
There, my dear!—you'll not. find any mention of Frances; 
And I think by the note, which to you I reſign,... 
Your conjectures are not ſo well founded as mine. 
LADY HARRIO Tr (peruſing the Letter.) 
Occaſion for money. The ſtatue to you!”— 
I'm amaz'd—and can hardly believe it is true. 
He never would part with fo dear a nn, 
But for ſome urgent reaſon. 
— Logo: "Rs : 
You ſee his a 
His ſtrong call for money is frankly declar'd; 
And 1 fear his ſmall fortune is greatly i A * 
LADY HARRIOr. 
Theſe tidings, indeed, give me real concern: 
But the ſource of this ſtep I will ſpeedily learn. | 
Careleſs ſoon will be here. I will make him diſcover ; . 
And till we know all; give no peace to my lover — 
But, now, my dear Lord; by this note you may find, 
How the heart of my ſiſter is really inelin dz: 
I'm convinc'd this will prove her affection is ſtrong. 
Here ſhe comes for the trial - pray ſee if I'm — | 
- -EorD SeeweLL! .. 
Well, wy dear, I will try, by an innocent plot, 
If your ſiſter has really this paſſion or not. 
Al OP | Enter 
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Enter Lady Frances. 40 32h 
Loxp SzBW ZII. N 
Dear Fanny, you're come our concern to be 
For we both are much griev'd for our frind Derit's ale. 
- -LapyPFrances. 
Mr. Beril} FUR Sir,—Is he hurt ?—Is he kill „ 
Loxp SaEW ZII. 
No l with terrors too lively your boſom is fill d. 
My dear, how you tremble!—But I was to dome, | 
To raiſe this alarm in your delicate frame. | 
He is well; but ſome croſſes of fortune, I fear, 
Make him ſell what he juſtly conſider d ſo dear. 
Lou will ſee by this letter. Nau, to _— Harriot * Ah, 
HFarriot, tis ſo ß 
The exceſs of her fear from ad flow! 2 
Lady FaaNncEsSJ. N 7 
How rainful to him muſt the exigence be, 
Which extorts from his hand the agreement I ſee! 
How cruel ! for him to relinquiſh a treaſure, -— -- 
Whence his elegant ſpirit deriv'd-ſo. much pleaſure! _ 
But I truſt, dear Papa, that your generous mind 
Will not now preſs the bargain he once has declin d; 
And, ſcorning to profit by any diſtreſs, 
Will not . at the gem he ſtill ought to _ 
__— LoxpD SEEWELL. | 
My dear, en what I offer'd, withhold ? 
And ſhould „ the ſtatue no leſs would be ſold. 
Lan Frances. 
Packoge, if pen chats def is Wm 5 2 
From ſo 6 reſcue yu friend! 
Lok SZZWIZLL. c 
Iam pleas'd, my dear girl, with your ſpirit, I own, 
But theſe are bad times for a dangerous loan; 
And, to tell you the truth in this knotty affair, 
L have juſt at this criſis no money to ſpare. 


But 
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But I'll frankly explain our finances to you, 
And you ſhall inſtruQ me in what I ſhall do. 
As I've ſeen that old fathers, tho reckon d moſt ſage, 
Oſten injure a child by the frolicks of age, 
That you may not ſuffer from follies like theſe, 
] have juſt now conſign d to the eare of truſtees 
All I've fav'd for you both: — ſo if I prove unſteady, 
You are ſafe.— When you wed, both your fortunes are 
ready. 
Lapy Frances. 
How kind, my dear. Sir, is whatever you do! 
But no child was e er hurt by a parent like you. 
i Lapy HaRxRIOr. 
Imuſt ſmile, dear Papa, at your terrors of dipping ; ; 
They who take ſuch precautions are ſeldom found tripping. 
But if in old age your philoſophy yaries, 
I proteſt I'll forgive you for any vagaries. 
Lo RD SEEWELL.. 
Very well, Madam Harriot ! remember your word! 
1 ſhall claim your indulgence, if cer I'm abſurd. 
But as what I have done our looſe money ſecures, 
I no longer can touch what Ive firmly made i 8 
Lapy FRANcas. 
Let the fortune.of Harriot be ſacred, I pray, 
For not very diſtant is her wedding-day. 
But as Lam convinc'd I ſhall not wed at all, 
Let my portion, Papa, anfwer every call; 
I muſt beg you to look on it ſtill as your own ; 
And if it may ſerve for ſo timely a loan, 
It can't give me more joy, whatſoever my ſtation, 
Than by ſaving your friend from ſuch mortification. | 
- Loxp SpuwELL. 
My Jear girls! you are both deli uf ey ln TS 
* each warm-kearted — be bleſt as a wife 
What 
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What I ſaid was but meant your kind ſpirit to inf, 
For the wants of our friend-I can-amply ſupply.” | 
Of efteem it will pleaſe me to give him a pro, 
And preſerve the fine ſtatue ſtill under his roof. Do 
Enter 42 Servant. | 
-SpRFANT. | 
Mc. Cures, my Lord! 
. Laer auntebe SG - 
Now the whole: I ſhall "VER 
* 
| Loro S7 i- * 
Stay - 1 Ee. 
us WT. 
He wiſhes to ſee Lady Harriot ov 
LoD SEEZEW ITI. 
. anzious this point to diſcover, 
We will all, my dear Herriot, e on your lover. 
| 1 | 
SCENE, the 8 of Mix. Bijou. ; 
Mx. Bijou. | 
Where the deuce i is my wife ?—All ber rarities plackd! 
Her apartments adjuſted with exquiſite taſte? - 
Some diſaſter has happen d, or ſhe would be here, 
Where ſhe ought to be. waiting to welcome n 
And 1 fancy I heard her in anger below. > 
| Enter Mrs. Bijou, in great Kinn. c 
85 Mx. Brjov. 
What 3 the matter; my love? REPLIED Ut. 
_ Mxs. cn IF 
O, my dear, fuch a blow 
I really had 3 if vexation and wrath . 3 
Had not quicken d my ſpirits, to ſcold at the Goth. 
That awkward old Joan an unmannerly minx ! 
e ot; ——— * ee, 5 
59 23 n 
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And now on our chimney it cannot be a. 
With a wound fo indelicate maim'd and diferacd. 
But I've happily got theſe two Griffins of gold, 
In the room of the Sphinxes, our candles to hold. 
Mx. Bijou, .. 
My 1 the exchange i is moſt lucky and right. 
For a Sphinx is an awkward diſpenſer of light ; 
But whether your Griffin s of gold or of copper, * 
A flame from his mouth is exceedingly proper. f 
Mxs. Bijou. _ 1 
By your lefſons, my love, Limprove in Virta : 
All the guſto I have, I have gather'd from you.,— \ 
I have fixt the Great Mummy, my dear, to the . N 
Left the pert Lady Harriot ſhould give him a fall: 4 
She d be glad to throw down my old king, out of ſpite ; 3 | 
And I would not be vext in our triumph to-night. 
I know our new picture will ſtir up her gall, e 
And.this Titian will make us the envy of al. 
My dear, don't you think it looks well by this we 
. Mx. BIO. 1 25 
The colours, indeed, are uncommonly bright. 
| - Mas; Bi 3000. : 
What a | beautiful oonths is this Joſeph !—TI frame, 
Iam. moreand more charm'd with his delicate air; 
1 delight i in him more fince I've found, dear Bijou, 
That in one of his features he s very like vou. 
Mx. Bijou. 
Where can you, my dear, any aa ſuppoſe ? 
Mxzs. Bijou. ' _ 
1 proteſt he has got the true turn of your noſe ; 
Not the aquiline curve, but. a little Socratic:' - 
And his eye flaſhes fire, that is chaſtly ecſtatic.— : 
There's a rap at our door! and I hope my Lord's come. 
If VEXation and NE do not „ert — 
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I think he'll Mrangue, Ne u cride of Otetke, 9 
On the exquiſite chars of this beautiful piece! 
I long to behold how he's touch d dy the fight: 
But 1 Kno chat dis envy will Fink his delight. 
The moment he ſees it; he 'H think his luck cruel, 
In miſſing lo precidus a cabiret jewel. 
ne Mer. Ber «nd Mt. Cycle. 
; Mx. BN oO. 
Dear Cycle, 1 0 this excectingly kind z 
And I hope you've not left your Cremona behind. 
In your preſence to- night I moſt truly rejowe, 
And ſhall call for the aid of your hand and your voice, 
(As wy vie gives a ſaug little concert below) | 
When your? ve ſeen what her upper apartments can ſhew. 
Mx. CvcLs, 
You may al mend noo, my friend, as you pleaſe. 
| Mxs. Bijou. 
You' re a judge, Mr. Beril Beril, of treaſures like thele ; 
And Pm eager to ſhew. yon a Tias, that dE 
Since we laſt had the j joy of à viſit from you... 
The ney is told, Mae wich Kriking expreſſion 
Mis. Brzo00, | $"< 361 
Dor't l my huſband this hriitiant paiſſefſion ? 
I thought you'd burſt forth into tuptarous ptuiſe; 
But with no kern delight on this picture you gare 
rt. 
To confeſs, Ma'am, the trath; Tm a whimfical being, 
And a fubject like this 've no plenſure in ſeeing, 
On your lovely fex tis a fative moſt bnter, _ 
That ill- nature may laugh at; and levity titrer:  . 
But I'm griev'd, when im urtiſt has lavidh'd ive cave 
F Fair. 
bg Mas. Bijov.. * 
Our ſers chief luſtre, I own, it obſcures : 
But think what a leſſon it offers to yours! 


Enter 
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Enter * Harriot, Lady Frans, Lord Seewell, 
and Mr. Careleſs. 
Mx. Biz ov. : 
My dear Lord, I this inſtant was wiſhing for you. 
Your voice is deciſive in points of Virtd ; 
And you 're come in the moment to end an odd firife, 
In a matter of taſte about Potiphar's wife. - 
Should her ſtory be painted ?-—We want your deciſion; 
And here i is the picture that caus'd our divifion. 
Lord SzzWZ LL. 


Ha! my poor old acquaintance [But how; dear Bijou, | 
How the deuce could this picture find favor with you ? 


I hope that rogue Varniſh has play'd you no trick.— 
You have paid no great price 
| Mas. Brjov. 
| e bee 
Sure, my Leek, you * look'd on this picture before ? 
Loxp SznwELL, 
Dear Madam! 'tis one that I turnd out of door; 
And, as I may aid you to ſcape from a fraud, 
I'll proceed to inform you, I bought it abroad, 
To relieve the diſtreſs of an indigent youth, 
Who copied old Maſters with ſpirit and truth; 
And when it came home, as I valud it not, 
My fteward, by chance, thisgay furniture got. 
To a new houſe of his it has lately been carried; 
And as your friend Varnith his daughter has ried, 
I ſuppoſe the ſly rogue by this picture has try d, 
To encreaſe the ſmall fortune he gain'd with his hride. 
Search the garment of Joſeph! you Il find on its hem, 
And within 4 dark fold, che two letters T. *. 
Mas. Bijov. . N 
Aye! chere i is A . 
That infamous villain, to alk me eight hundred A | 
But the law 36 8 
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MR. Bijzov. 
| See! Mrs. Bijou, 
See the roſes of my haſty indulgence to you ! 
Lon SPEWELL. 

Chear up, my old friend !Tis my wiſh that this night 
May be witneſs to nothing but peace and delight. 
Fll engage to make Varniſh your money reſtore ; 
And perhaps this adventure may fave you much more. 

All we old connoifſeurs, if the truth we would own, 
Have, at times, been outwitted with canvaſs or tone : 
But here's one, whoſe example our tribe now invites 
To correct our miſtakes, and improve our delights. + 
Here's Beril, tho' bleſt with a treaſure moſt rare, . 
That with few works of art will admit of compare. 

Gives up the proud joys, that on ſuch wealth attend, - 
For the nobler delight of aſſiſting a friend! 

Mx. BZRIL. 
My Lord! you amaze me:; how could you divine — 
O, S your zeal has betray'd my — 
Lon SEEWELL. | 
You have fit on the traitor, yet are not aware, 8 
That you re almoſt involy d in a dangerous ſnare: 
But I'll ſhew you this traitor's accomplice, my friend, 
And tell you what miſchief: theſe plotters intend, 
You muſt know, Tom and Harriot in concert purſue 
Their dark machinations 'gainſt Frances and you: 
They, have ſworn you ve a tender eſteem for each other, 
Which you both have in modeſty labour d to ſmotber. 
If your charge can be prov'd, I your freedom ww 
| Wannen vou both to the conjugal chain. 
Mꝑ. BænIII. 6 

O, my Land? that I loveLady Frances, is true: 
Vet 1 could not avow it to her, or to you: *. 
But to force my confeſſion, ſuch means you employ 
1 almoſt may call them the torture of; Joy. nt 005 
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I'm o'erwhelm'd with s with delight and with 
dread, 
Leſt I falſely have heard the kind things you have ſaid. | 
Speak ! my dear Lady Frances, my anguiſh relieve ! 
Does this tumult of hope my wild fancy deceive? 
La Dp Y Frances. 

I ſo wing have my father's indulgence confeſt, | 
That 2 his decrees I ſhall never proteſt; 

Mx. Beat, + | 
0, bow ſhall E thank thee, dear pride of my life! | 

Lord SEEWELL, 
By cheriſhing ſtill in the mind of your wife, 
Such generous feelings as you have diſplay d_ 
From my hand, my dear Beril, receive the kind aid! 
Vour ſtatue is not more indebted to art, 
Than ſhe is to nature for molding her heart. 
They both ſhall be yours; both the ſtatue and bride ! 
And the wants of your friend ſhall no leſs be ſupply'd.— 
Being free'from one modiſh and wealth-waſting vice, 
From thoſe peſts of our order, the turf and the dice, 
I enjoy, my dear children, the fortunate power, 
Of ſecuring your bliſs by an affluent dower. 
Your quiet ſhall ne'er by your income be hurt, 
Win ſhall * your wiſh, tho below your deſert, 

Ma. BexiL. | 

of your Adee my Lord, I ſo feel the exceſß, 


"That my voice cannot ſpeak what 1 heart would 
2 expreſs. 


8 ages Ma. 3 
Iam charm 'd, my dear Lord, by your choice of a ow: c 
Lo RD SEEW EI. 

I know, my old friend, you Il approve what I've dogs, | 
| You and I, dear Bijou, wanting proper correction, 
Have on vanity laviſh'd the dues of affection. 

We have both ſquander'd caſh on too many a whim; 
But in taſte let us take a new leſſon from him! 


16s THE TWO CONNOISSEURS :- 


And rate out improvements in real Virtù, 

By the generous acts he may teach us to de! | 

To remember this truth is the connoifſeur's duty; * 

" A gon ˙—— IF Sray:” h 
| Mx. Brjov. 

I confeſs, I too oft have been vanity's fool ; 

But ſhall hope to grow wile, my good Lord, in your 


ſchool. 1 
And, as mirth ſhould be coupled with wiſdom, ru go 
And ſee if che fiddles are ready below. * 


— 


Loxp SeeEWELL. 
To-night, my dear Madam, you muſt not look grave; 
Tho Varniſh has prov'd fuch an impudent knave, 
I promiſe to make him your money refund. 
- Mas. Bijou. 
With ſurprize and vexation I almoſt ws francs ; 
But depending, my Lord, on your friendly aliftance, 
I am ready to drive all chagrin to a diſtance, 
And to ſhare in the joy of our dear happy gueſts. 
Ma. Bear. 
What I owe to you, Careleſs, this fair one atteſts : 
And our fiſter, I hope, if I dare uſe the name, 
From your friendfhip will judge of your love's ardent 
flame, 
And, ſhort'ning your rigorous term of probation, 
Now fill your kind heart with complete exultation. 
Lap Haxzior. 
The warm blaze of our joy, I aſſure you, dear brother, 
With the cold damp of prudery 1 will not ſmother. 
Your friend has for you play d fo feeling « part, 
] confeſs, I am charm'd with his ſpirit and heart. 
As in law and long courtſhip he likes not to drudge, 
I will make him at once my comptroller and judge. 
Cartress. 
I with tranſport and pride the dear office embrace 
Lord 
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And long may you fill it with ſpirit and grace! 
My voice, my dear Careleſs, confirms her election; 
And I give her with joy to your tender direction. 
For ſealing, dear 'Tom, you may fix your own day, 

Without dreading from law any irkſome delay, 
As your father and I have, with friendly advances, 
Already adjuſted your nuptial finances, 
MR. Bijou (entering.) 
Our muſicians below are all ready, my Lord: 
Of pleaſure you teach us to touch the true chord. 
I've ſelected a few little pieces to-night, 
That are ſuited, I hope, to the preſent delight. 
May we all think this day the beſt day of our life! 


It will prove ſo, I'm ſure, both to me and my wife. 
If a bargain ſhould tempt us, we will not be raſh, 


But remember the Titian, and pocket our caſh. 
To Friendſhip and Want ali we can we will give, 
And buy no more baubles as long as we live. 


— — — — — — DAS. — 
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F 


OF THREE ACT 8. 


PR E F ACE. 


HAVE endeavoured to delineate, in the fol- 

lowing Drama, an exact portrait of the noble 
Perſonage, whoſe name it bears; as I believe, that 
a more engaging model of public and private virtue 
can hardly be ſelected from the annals of any na- 
tion: although the extreme mildneſs of his tem- 
per, the ſimplicity of his manners, and, above all, 
his unaffected piety, are ſuch qualities, as are very 
rarely admitted in the n of a Tragic Hero. 


To nals my performance interefling to my 
country, I have adhered as cloſely to our hiſtory, 
as the nature of dramatic compoſition allowed me 
to do; and in points where I have varied from hif- 
rorical truth, ſuch variations are, I roll, ſupport- 
ed by dramatic probability. 


In the ſpirited and alete introduction to the 
lately-publiſhed letters of Lady Ruſſel, the teſti- 
mony of different Hiſtorians is collected concern- 
ing the fentiments of Charles the Second and his 
brother, on the impending fate of Lord Ruſſel. 


In the Duke of Monmouth's Journal, it is 
s faid, that the King told him, he inclined to 
© have 


I 7% J 
ce have ſaved the Lord Ruſſel, but was forced to 
<< conſent to his death, otherwiſe he muſt have 


< broke with his DR the Duke of Tok.” * 
Kennet. 


The ſentence juſt quoted, is, I hope, a ſufficient 
foundation for the conduct which I have affigned 
to Charles; whoſe character indeed was ſuch, that 
fiction can hardly impute to him any inſtance of 
irreſolution, duplicity, and falfehood, which the 
tenor of his life will not bring within the limits 
of theatrical credibility. Spb | 


| The candid reader will readily allow the liberty I 
have taken, in laying the ſcene in the Tower, after 
Ruſſel's condemnation ; as it affords many advan- 
tages to the ET of i p. N 


In compliance 1 that reſpec, which dramatic 
anthors have lately paid to the Clerical character, I 
have not introduced either Tillotſon or Burnet 
among the perſons of the drama, though the latter 
was ſo conſtant an attendant on the captivity of my 
Hero; an omiſſion which I have in ſome degree 
fobolied, by the introduction of Mr. Spencer ; a 
character drawn from the printed trial of Lord 
Ruſſel, where the name of that gentleman appears 
in the lift of thoſe, who gave an honourable evi- 
dence in behalf of the noble priſoner. 


I have many obligations to the journal written 
by Burnet, at the requeſt of Lady Ruſſel, which 
| contains 


I 

_ contains all the minute circumſtances that occurred, 
during the impriſonment, and at the execution of 
her Lord. This very intereſting and pathetic nar- 
rative is printed in the General Dictionary, under 
the article Ruſſel. I have not only taken from it 
many of the ſentiments, . which I have aſſigned to 
him in this Tragedy, but I have ſometimes adopted 
the very words, that were really uttered by Lord 
Ruſſel ; and this I have done, not only from an af- 
ſeQionate admiration of his character, but from a 


deſpair of ſurpaſſing the elegant n and the 
force of his expreſſion. 


The offer relating to his eſcape, fo generouſly 
made, and fo nobly refuſed, is a fact univerſally 
known, and muſt render the names of .Cavendiſh 
and Ruſſel an honour to our country, as long as 


magnanimity and friendſhip retain their 22 value 
in the eſtimation of mankind. : 


Perfons 


| Perſons of the Drama. 


KING CHARLES THE SECOND, 
JAMES DUKE OF YORK, | 
EARL OF BEDFORD, ; 
LORD RUSSEL, 

LORD CAVENDISH, 
MR. SPENCER, 


LIEUTENANT. OF. THE TOWER.” 


LADY RUSSEL, N 
LADY MARGARET RUSSEL. 


Officers, Oe. 


S CEN E. during the firſt Af, in Bepronp loves, 
and afterwards i in the Towzx. 


LORD RUSSEL. 
— 4420242 $4024 


AQ- Po & 
SCENE I. 
| Bedford and Lady Margaret Buff, 


Lavy Mangazzr. | 
EST here, my gentle Father 1 nor again 
Expoſe your wearied age and waſted ſpirits 
To ſcenes of ſach dread influence to ſhake 
Each fibre of a heart that feels like yours !— 
I pray you reſt with me! 
| | Bepyord. 
My tender child! 
Thanks to thy film] aid | my ſtrength returas, 
And my reviving ſoul has gather'd force ; 
To bear the killing 6ght.— Tis true, when fult 
I faw my mild and unoffending ſon, | 
Pride of my age! and England's dear reſource 
In theſe diſaſtrous days ! when I beheld 
My blameleſs Ruſſe] at that bar arraign'd, 
Where only guilt and infamy ſhould ftand ; 
When I beheld each ſervile judge ſupport 
A lawleſs. jury baſely fram'd againſt him, 
| 0 8 anguiſh robh d ay wounded heart 
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Of vital energy: quick from the court 1 he ARG 
My haſty friends hurried my ſenſeleſs frame, 
To this our quiet home : but ſince, my daughter, 
Thy kind endearing cares have now reſtor'd me, 
I will reſume my ſtation by thy brother, 
In theſe diftreſsful moments :;—to his fide 
Affection calls me, and paternal duty. 

LADY MaxGaner. 
Forgive me, that I dare to thwart your wiſh, 
But from my generous brother I've receiv'd 
A kind injunction to detain your age 
From that affliQing ſcene. He has engag'd 
To tell us, by repeated meſſengers, | 
Each petty circumſtance that paſſes there. 
Already from the number of his friends 
He has ſelected one to bring us de 

«His faithful —— N A 
| Enter Spencer. 
Ba Dbro ao. | 
5 nt 62 | What gan argos — 4 
The ſentenee is not pad 125 5 

15 ENCER. HEY 8 
No, ny 4 wy 
England is yet unſullied wie the-ſtain . 
That muſt diſgrace her, if the ſword of . 
Turns to the murderous dagger of Revenge, 
To ſtab your virtuous. ſon.—By his requeſt 
I come to ſoothe your anxious 1 In STS 
And to. relate the proceſs of a ſcene, 0 e 4 
Where he * you to appear no 3 

' Boro as. 
What perjur ed daves have they ſuborn d nt him?: 
How far has truth been wrong'd,” and law been cor, | 
To frame thoſe ſnares of legal death, in Which 5 
They labour to involve incautious virtue ?? 


* 
— 


Have 
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Have they not dealt moſt hardly with my ſon . 
SPENCER, 
He has experienc'd ſubtle cruelty £4 
From venal ruffians in the robes of juſtice 3 
But the baſe wrong his patient worth edi 
Is the dark foil which gives the diamond luſtre. 
When he requeſted aid for his defence, 
His keen inſidious foes, who ſtrongly fear d 
Some upright advocate might ſave their victim, 
Enjoin'd him to employ a ſervant's hand. 
There roſe indeed a ſervant at his fide, 
Moſt eager for the taſk ; but OI what wards 9 
Can ſpeak the fond ſurprize, and thrilling — 91 7 
Which ſhook the boſom of each ſad ſpectator, 
Who in that ſervant ſaw his lovely wife? 
The crowd, with eyes bedimm' d by ſtarting tears 
Of tendereſt admiration, gaz'd upon her, 
And inurmur'd kindeſt prayers, as they beheld 
Connubial love, in that angelic form, 
Thus firmly yielding unexpected ſuccour 
To virtue ſtruggling in oppreſſion's toils.  . 
 BeproRD.' 
Moſt excellent of women! worthy offspring 
Of my departed friend, he good — 
If Tyrangy prevails againſt thy huſband. 
How ſhall the wretched Bedford's feeble age 
Support thy widow'd heatt? I can no more 
Than in ftri& fellowſhip. of bittereſt ſorrow - 
Echo thy groans, and mourn our mutual loſs. - 
_ Lapy MazxGarET.. _ 
Do not, dear father, do not yield ſo ſoon 
To comfortleſs deſpair we yet may. hope 
The radiant probity of Ruſſel's life 
Will diſſipate each datk and dangerous cloud 
This 8 Calumny can ow around him. 
| N 
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Remember all the candor of his mind! _ 

Think how his temperate virtues have been prais'd 

By Envy's ſelf! how to the gaze of youth 

His conduct has been held up as a book, 

In which all Engliſh eyes may read their duty, 

And learn u faireſt path to ſpotleſs honour. - - - 
| SPENCER. 

If abje& kn and a venal jury, 

Should violate the ſanctity of juſtice 

By Ruſſel's condemnation, ftill his merits 

Are grav'd ſo deeply on the Nation's breaſt, 

He ftands ſo firm the idol of her love, 

Oppreſſion's ſelf will fear to execute 


The ſentence of the n a 
Againſt a life ſo pris c. 
Bxpronp. 
Alas! my friend, 


When did a tyrant, like vindictive York, 
(For *tis the Duke who thirſts for Ruſſel's blood) 
When did a ſpifit of that ſullen temper, 
Impell'd by rancorous hate, by bigot rage, 
And abject terror, when did ſuck a ſpirit 
Reſpect the virtue, Nature made its foe, 
And treacherous Fortune gave it power to cruſh ? 
But tell me of the ſcene from whence you come ! 
Say! what has been alledy'd againſt my ſon? - 
I have been told the fierce and ſubtle Jefferies, 
The Duke's baſe agent in this bloody buſineſs, 
Relies upon the evidence of Howard. 
As the ſure inftrument of Ruffe!'s death: 
Unprincipled he is, and prone to utter 
What intereſt and fear may bid him ſwear. 
What has he ſaid ? or is he yet unſummon d? 

8 SPENCER. | | 


Before 1 of your ſon, W 


Tis that his-pure 9 zeal, - 
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Began his artful tale; but foon he falter dd 
With feign' d afſictĩon of a dread event, | 
Which ſuddenly was rumour'd through the court, 

And ſtruck the throng'd aſſembly with ſuch wonder, 
Malice ſtood mute, and Perſecution paus d. 

Freſh from the Tower the tidings came, that Eſſen, 
From terrors of that bar, where Ruſſel ſtood, 5 
Had with raſh violence ruſh'd out of life, 


And ſtain'd his 1 hands in his own blood. 


Bx DOA. 
It cannot be the Srm;"the gallant Eſſex 
Could never end his being ſo ignobly; 
And in the moment, when his generous ſoul 
Felt only for his friend; his Ruffeys life 
Yet wavering in the balance. 

Sran en. 

Such, my lord, 

Such is the comment of all honeſt hearts 
On this dark ſtory.— Heaven reveal the murder, 
And puniſh it, though in th' aſſaſſin's veins 


Op 


The tainted ſtream of royal blood may flow! 


Soon as the rumour reach'd your fon, he bade me 
Attempt to penetrate this dark tranſaction, 
And bring you the reſult of all Theard; 


Adding, that in the inſtant of his doom, 
He would diſpatch to you the noble Cavendiſh 


With tidings of his ſentence. 
| tate 
Ah! my friend, 


The fatal 3 that ends his bleſſed le, 


Has rung already in my tortur d ear; 

For I have ſeen the venal band ſuborn'd 

To purchaſe, by the ſacrifice of truth, | 
The blood of her mild champion. There 's bis guilt, 


Guiding 
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Guiding the voice of an enlighten'd ſenate, 
Has labor'd to preſerve the throne of — 
From that blood-thirity bigot, at whoſe feet 


Her laws now lie, in haſty proſtitution, 


Slaves to a tyrant yet uncrown'd ; converted. 
From ſacred guards of ſlander d innocence, - 
Into baſe engines of vindictive murder. 

| Lapy MaxGarer. 
Alas! my father, thou haſt judg'd too well : 
Thy dreadful preſage is too ſoon confirm'd : 
Behold the zealous Cavendiſh.! he comes 
With no quick ſtep of joyous exultation; 


But in his agitated geſture ſhews 


A ſettled ſorrow, and a fierce deſpair. 
Enter CAVENDISH. , 
1 come, my lord, the wretched.meſſenger | 
Of that accurſt event, which my weak jud _ 
Not reaching the extent of human baſeneſs, 
Had haſtily pronounc'd beyond the line 
Of poſſible injuſtice. All the crimes, : 
That coward Tyranny can wiſh committed, 
Shall now have credit—Ruſſel i is:condemn'd. 
 Lapvy MazeAx zr. 
0 mockery of jultice {Righteous ones 
Yet 8 ponds to hom him! IT. 
SEN | Bupyonp. „ IIS 
| My kind friend. 
Thou but relateſt what a father's eye | 
Foreſa w too elearly, when I view'd the j Jury, 
So juſtly challeng'd by my innocent ſon, - 
Marſhall'd without the e of law 
To enſnare his „ 
Cavano1 su. 
Eternal infamy 
Fall on the baſe aſſaſſins! * fall 
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On thoſe ſuperior miniſters of evil, ibn 
The treacherous guardians of out trampled laws, x 
Who in the robes of Heaven's high delegates - 
Perform the work of hell! from proftrate Juſtice _ 
Wreſt her pure ſword, to ſtain it with the ws: | 
Of her moſt faithful yotary |! | 
Lavy Wenn 
— — Yet try, 
Try, 1 my dads picker; ere it prove too late, 
By urgent interceſſions to preſerve him! 52 
Your friends are many, and, howe er inflam'd - 
By the vile arts of ſanguinary Vork, 
The king has till a tenderneſs: of heart, 
That my inclige to ſpare my gentle brother. --; 
- _ BeprorD. | 
Alas! my daughter, cheriſh not too much 
A hope, whoſe cruel failure will impart 
New poignancy to thy too keen affliction! 
All the mild virtues, which to- thy pure ſenſe 
Plead for thy brother's ſafety, in the ear 
Of envious Hate and terrified u 
Cry _—_ for his death. 1 th 
e . + Bf £4 gf 
He ſhall not die. 
What! though the biens Mens Jefferies has falten d 
His fangs upon him ! though the barbarous Os 
Would make the temple of inſulted La 
The laughter-houſe of Tyranny there yet 
Are means to turn the ſharpen'd axe aſide, 
And ſhield the life of their devoted victim. 
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” _ . BxpyrorD. 
What would hy dauntleſs zeal ? - 
| " Cavammany... * 


1-4; Your gentle 4 
Has jul dach credit with this? injur'd nation, 


For 
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For public virtue, and defigns 1 
From every ſelfiſh bias of the ſoul, 
Thouſands would throw into extremeſt hazard 
Their fortunes, and their being, to 1 1 3 6 20 
The dying martyr of defenceleſs gore PR. * 
" I hold it eaſy, in the very hour | 
Oppreſſion means to triumph in his blood, 
With ſome ſelected horſemen to o erpower 
The ſlaves who guard him, ere they reach the n. 
And bear him ſwiftly to a ſafe retreat. "7 
| Applauding millions will affift his reſcue, 
| And bleſs the efforts of his brave delten: 
1 Be DDrond. 
No! Cavendiſh ! by friendſhip” t haly cies, e 
That prompt thy generous purpoſe, 1 conjure thee 
To think of it no farther, | 
- Cayznnoin. 
| What! my Lord, 
Shall we look tamely on; and by conpivance 
Be made a party in this legal murder? | 
, Bevyond. | 9 
Dear ardent friend ! there are das times, 
And this is one of them, when all che functions 
True courage is allow'd to exerciſe, 
Are refignation and à brave endurance. on 
My word is given to thy +0 OR | 
To check all deſperate ſallies of 172 | 
All, that the fond reh, of love 
Could hazard for bis ſafery. © 
Cave „bien. 
5 5 — Ruſſe 1 
Wann happier farts ſhare'thy death, 
'Than live, to ſee our wretched country robb'd 
Of all ber hopes i in thy unequall d virtue.» i g 
a [6 29 E D- 
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| BeDFOkDe _. | 

To me much happier to a father's heart 
It would be conſolation and delight . 
To periſh with his child; but there are duties 
More painful to ſuſtain than the ſhort ſtruggle | 
That ends our mortal being: - and to us 
Theſe duties now belong let us remember 
The truſt that he bequeaths |—his wife ! his children 6: 
Tis ours to live for them. Remember too 
lis noble anſwer to the princely Monmouth, 
Offering to ſhare his priſon and his fate! 
Did he not ſay, it would embitter death 
To have his friends die with him ? 
| CavanDIs8.. | 

5 DO my Lord! 
Your 1 is of 3 and heavenly temper ; 
Mine the fierce n of ent frenzy: 
Pray pardon it! 
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. 
„ walk, oe... - 


'Bepronp. | 
Pardonjthee ! gallant ſpirit ! 
Thou bright example of exalted friendſhip ! 
Thou haſt my love, my. fondeſt admiration.z 
In my juſt heart thou rankeſt with my children, 
And art the pillar, now my Ruſſel falls, ; 
That my weak age muſt cling to for ſupport. 
A CATERDISE. -- | 
In duty, my dear Lord, though not in merit, 
You may account me your's : and pitying Heaven | 
May yet, in mercy to a nation's prayers, _ 
Spare to your virtuous age your worthier ſon ; 
1 cannot bend my ſpirit to admit | 
His fate inevitable ; gracious Powers! 
Who watch o'er ſuffering virtue, who inſpire Fer" 
The proſperous deeds of chance-defying friendſhip, .. 1 
Aſſiſt my lab' ring and diſtracted brain, 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe faculties are on the rack to find warren © 
Expedients to preſerve our country's pride, RS 
The friend and champion of her faith and 5 . 
From the baſe ſtroke of tyrannous revenge! : 
| Bepronp. 
Vain are thoſe anxious thoughts : the vigilant ee 
Of keen Oppreſſion will ſecure her victim. © 
The nerveleſs arm of childhood could as ſoon 
Wreſt from the tiger's gripe his bleeding Ws | 
As we by violence deliver Ruſſel 
From the vindictive York. | 
CavenDisH (after ti SY 
I thank thee, Heaven! 
The bright idea is, I feel, from-thee: 
And it has chas d the darkneſs of mo 
From my 0 erclouded mind. | 
Beprornd. + * 
What means thy , 5 
CavenDisn. 
Good angels have ſuggeſted to my ſoul 
A project yet to ſave him. 
Bꝝ Drop. 
Ü · . nes, nk Name it l. name it 
\CavenDISH. | + 
Your pardow; yi Lord !—accept 4780 
This firm aſſurance, that my new deſign 
Has nought of raſh exertion to involve 
A ſingle life in danger! oraf- one, ö 
Tt muſt be mine alone ; and in this criſis, 
How gladly ſhall I yield my life-for his, 5. $5 4p 
And die triumphant i in the bleſt exchange 1 - 1 
Lapy Maler. | 
Brave Cavendiſh He's gone Ve ſaints of . - 
If friendſhip, like your own, - deſerves your care, 
Go ever with him, and from all the perils, 


That 
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That wait the noble ſelf-negleCting ſpirit, 
Protect bim! and aſſiſt his Sodlike aim! 
preſerve this matchleſs pair of gallant friends, 
And let them ſhine the ornament of earth! 
BR proxy. 

Thou n in vain, dear child!—this dauntleſs friend, 
Tranſcendent as he is in truth and honour, 
Can nought avail us: he muſt prove the pe 
Of ardent paſſions and of ſanguine virtue. 
If there's a ray of glimmering hope, that yet 
May faintly lead us through this night of horror, 
It cannot riſe from any bright endowments 
In thoſe we love, but rather from the vice, 
The abject vice, that glares in our oppreſſors. 
Our tyrants are neceſſitous, and thirſt 
For gold, as keenly. as for innocent blood. 
Kind fortune, haply for this great emergence, 
Has made me maſter of no common wealth; 
And this, with lucky art diſtributed 
Among the needy minions of the king 
May purchaſe ſtill our Ruſſel's forfeit life.— 
Come! my dear child, retire we to conſult _ 
On this our ſole reſource ! Thou will not ſcruple 
To meet, and to embrace a.noble poverty, 
If thy loft portion can redeem thy brother! 

Lapy MarGarET, 
Bleſt be thy happieſt thought, my tender father! 
All wealth, all good is center'd in his ſafety ; . 
And, witneſs Heaven! my heart would freely bear 
All the loath'd hardſhips: of the houſeleſs vagrant, 
Ard think them bleſſings, if they aught conduc'd 
To reſcue Ruſſel from A traitor” $ death. 
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. 
$$ » & e 
Lord and Lady Ruſſel in Priſon. 
A Table with Papers, Pen, and * 


Lavr RusszL.. | ; 
UST I intreat in vain ?—Alas! my Ruſſel, 
Where is thy fweet compliancy of foul, =. 
That made, till now, thy Rachel's voice a m—_— 
To rude and irkſome importunity? 
Has life ſo little to engage op — 
Thou wilt not aſk to live? x 
Russ. 
Canſt thou, N love, 
By fo unkind « queſtion canſt thou give 0 
Such hard conſtruction to thy Ruſſel's choughts ? — 
Where is there one inhabitant of earth, 
If not thy huſband, who has every cauſe 
To cheriſh his exiſtence ?—Gracious Power! 
Whoſe wiſdom regulates the lot of mortals, 
I feel, and with devouteſt gratitude 
Bleſs thee for ſignal bounties to thy ſervant, 
But moſt for this, thy beſt and deareſt gift, 
This lovely virtuous'woman ; whom to part with 
Is now my hardeſt trial: but from thee, - 
Dread Arbiter-of every human ſcene! 
(However.ſtrange.to man's contracted ſenſe) 
This trial comes; O ſtrengthen us to bear it 
With tender fortitude and meek obedience ! 


Lor 
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Lap Russ EL. 
It is our duty ſtill, and Heaven enjoins it, G 
To make all blameleſs efforts to preſerve 
A life ſo precious: if thy rigid honor, 
In pity both to me and to thy children, 
Will ſtoop to write one line of ſupplication 
To the all-powerful York, he will obtain 
hy inſtant pardon from the pliant king. 

Russ BL. 

Thou knoweſt not th inetorgble hate 
Of that blood-thirſty ſpirit. —lIt has pleas'd 
The author of my life to let the rage 
Of ruthleſs bigotry prevail againſt i it: 
A band of venal or miſguided men 
Have doom'd me to the ſcaffold, on de bl 
That J have plotted to deſtroy my ſovereign, 
Though Heaven and thou, who knoweſt all my ſoul, 
See the baſe falſhood of the bloody charge: 
But to the voice of Law, however tortur'd, 
I owe a prompt obedience; nought remains 
But that I meet the ſtroke of ſtern Oppteſſion 
As ſuits the votary of Public Virtue. - 
I muſt not ſully, by a baſe ſubmiſſion, 
A name et ſpotleſs, the fole legacy 
It is allow'd me to bequeath my children, 

Lapy Russer. 
Dear as I hold thy life, which is in truth 
My only anchor in this ſea of troubles, 
Believe me, Ruſſel, I would rather yield, 
Without a ſtruggle yield that precious life 
To Perſecution's ſtroke, rather than lead, 
If aught could lead, thy elear and reſolute virtue 
To one baſe 28 of weakneſs and diſhonour. 
; Russ gl. 

Alas | my love, the cloud of thy affliction 


189 


190 I. o RD RU Ss EL: 


Has dimm'd thy quick diſcernment ; but the paper, 


Which thy fond care now urges me to write, 8 
Would darken all the ſtory of my life: 
I muſt not, in that ſtory's cloſing leaf, 
Where Fortitude ſhould fix the ſeal of Bont, 
Mar the fair record with a fearful blot. 
| Lap Russ8.. 
Dear Ruſſel! exerciſe thy purer judgment; 
Theſe are not ſeruples of thy manly reaſon, 
But niceties of proud fantaſtic honor, 
Of honor jealous to a vain exceſs. Fw 
How can the meaſure, that my love ſolicits, | 
Involve thee in diſgrace? Without abaſement, 

Can injur'd Innocence not fay to Power, 
Give me the life, of which Iniquity 
Has made thy voice the arbiter ? 

RusszEL. 
Thou knoweſt, 

Dear inmate of my ſecret ſoul! kind prompter 
Of my beſt thoughts ! it has been long the aim 
Of my paſt life to win my country's love; | 
Not by the popular arts of vain ambition, 
(Which Nature never form'd me to 3 
But by inceſſant vigilance to ſhield | 4” 
Our faith and freedom, by an ardent wiſh - 
To prove that patriot virtue, (the ſtale jeſt 
Of ſervile ſpirits, as an empty name) 
Is an exiſting vigorous principle 
In minds of Engliſh temper. I have bird 
In the prime object that my ſoul purſued, 
To fave our pure religion and our laws 


From Bigotry's encroachment ; and I loſe : 


My life, endanger'd by that noble conflict: 
But I have gain'd, and let me ſtill preſerve it! 


The kind eſteem of this enlighten d nation e 


This 
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This I muſt forfeit, forfeit all the praiſe 


And influence of no inglorious life, 
If i become an abjeQ ſuppliant 
To that fierce zealot, from whoſe iron rod 
I ſtrove to ſhelter this devoted land. 
 Lapy RusseL. 
No, Ruſſel; the corrupted lips of Faction 
Are prone to evil: but the voice of ages, 
The ſentence of the world, is firmly juſt; 
And by that ſentence thou art ſure to ſtand 
High on the liſt of thoſe bright characters 
Immortaliz d with pure idolatry EET | 
By Truth and Freedom ; men whoſe. very name 
Ts ſweeteſt muſic to the ear of Nature. 
If in a future age, when we are duſt, 
Thy virtues can be queſtion'd, it muſt be 
By ſycophants, who, flattering royalty, 
With ſlanderous ſurmiſes would degrade 
Each juſt antagoniſt of lawleſs power; 

Or by thoſe yet more ahject enemies 
Thoſe ſceptics of a cold ſarcaſtic ſpirit, _. 
Who, judging from their own contracted hearts, 
Poſſeſs no confidence in human virtue. 

Russ.. 

Affection over- rates thy Ruſſel's merit: 
But let this fond opinion of his fame 
Preclude thy vain requeſt, which, being granted, 
Would but affli& thy love. Conſider well 
How it would wound thy generous pride, to hear 
Thy lord had ftain'd the life thou deem'ſt ſo e 
By an ignoble eagerneſa to live. | 

Lapy Russer. 4 
Believe me, Ruſſel, it would wound me more 
To think that, deaf to all my juſt entreaties, 
My huſband, careleſs of his orphan children, * 
28 8 1 it 
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With ſullen dignity threw life away, 
Rather than ſtoop to ſve for the remiſſion. 
Of his unrighteous doom. 
4 - Russ2L. 
a Alas my love, 
Should I implicitly purſue the dictates 
Of all thy fond ſolicitude, ſuch conduct 
Would but provoke the-ioſult of our 2 
And could avail thee nothing. 
| Lavpy Ro ssl. 
Should the relentleſs York reject — ae, = 
In thoſe ſad years of bitterneſs and anguiſh, 
When, if the will of Heaven is fix d to part us, 
My widow'd ſoul, with unabating ſorrow," 
Muſt dwell upon thy image, and for ever 
Repaſs in thought theſe agonizing ſcenes, 
It will afford me then a faint relief, 
To think my active love, in this diftreſs, 
Omitted nothing, that had duty's ſanQion, 
To ſnatch thee from the ſcaffold. 
22 Rewer?” 
46> 45-45 Sond y ſoppliant? | 
Thy virtuous 3 has meked me 
And, though I could not purchaſe it by guilt, 
Thy peace is dearer to my heart than glory. 
Thou ſhalt not fay thy. Ruſſel e er refusd 
One prayer of thine:—give me again the pen 


* 1 : 
We” 5 


boy n. rejected. | "(uſe orites. 
has Russ. 
Bleſs thy Kindneſs! | 


_ Bleſs thy 8 love? for I perceive 
q How hardly it has ſtruggled, to obtain 
This triumph over brave indignant pride, | 
Abhorring even the ſhadaw of diſgrace.— Fo 5 | 
WS | ; ou 


— 
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O thou all- powerful Spirit! who canſt make 
The meaneſt implements of mortal uſe 
Thy miniſters of fafety or deſtruction; 
Grant that this love - directed pen may prove 
An inſtrument of gracious. preſervation! 
Guide thou my Ruſſel's band !—into this paper 
Pour words of heavenly potency to change 
The bloody wiſh: of blinded Superſtition, _ N 
And melt vindictive Rancour into mercy! _ 
Enter Spencer. 
| Lavpy RussELL. 
Kind Spencer! oppartunely art thou come 
To chear my Ruſſel's ſolitary hour, 
While my keen hopes to win by ſupplication, 
From potent York, the pardon of my * 
Force me to leave him. ä 
. SeENCER, | 
Il befall the heart 
That melts not at the voice of ſuch a luppliant f 
Russ BL. 
Good Spencer! thanks to that unwearied zeal; 
Which makes thee frequent.in thy welcome viſits 
To a poor captive. There, my anxious Love ! 
Take what thy truth and tenderneſs have forc'd 
From Ruſſel's frail and yielding reſolution : 
His pliancy, I know, will meet with blame; 
But thoſe who have a heart to feel thy merits, 
Will bluſh at their quick cenſure, and recall. it. 
. Lapy Russ. 
Now let me, Ruſſel from thy priſon fly, 
Like the exploring dove, whoſe eager wing 
Flew from the ark, to viſit it again 7 
With bleſt aſſurance of ſubſiding ftorms.. To. 
Rusger. 4 $4 
My Dk kinſaan, when my voice is filenc'd, 2 5 Al 
. 1 e 445 
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As ſoon it will be, witneſs to the world 
The tender virtues and connubial love 
Of that angelic woman !—And, I pray, 
As gentleneſs and honor have endeard then 
To all our houſe, do thou, my faithful Spencer, ot 
Attend, with pitying care, my wife and father 
On the dread day that ends our mortal union; 
Watch thera with all the vigilance of ip... | 
5 And ſoothe the recent anguiſh of their grief. . 
255 SrRNCER. 
* Heaven yet, my Lord, may fave us from that ſcene 
Of one woe and national diſtreſs. 
 RussxL.. 
Believe me, though I ſtoop to alk for life, 
I aſk not, thinking to obtain my ſuit ; 
But from the tender wiſh to mitigate _. 
The future ſufferings of a faithful mourner, 
By this compliance with her fondeſt prayer. 
Sees. 
The touching eloquence of her affliction, 
Join'd to the memory of her father's merit, 
That honour ' d ſervant of the Crown, Sout hampton, _ 
May wreſt your pardon from the ſavage heart. 
2 Of fullen York.” | 
| Ruzzer, 4 
Impoſſible, my friend! 
My life's the prey that his inſatiate rage 
Has keenly chas d—he holds it in his toils, 
And every proſpect of eſcape is clos . 
SPENCER. 
Yet thiok, my Lord, chat other means of 4 — 
r 
No, Spencer: I have thought, I truſt not vaiuly, 
Of the chief object that my mind muſt dwell on, 
How to ſuſtain the trying pork to which 


12 
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The will of Heavenappioints me; how to meet 

The ſudden ſtroke. of ignominious death, 

As may become the man whoſe life has won 

From this brave land-obfervance and regard. 

O Spencer! when the wearied eye ſurveys: 

The gloomy face of Earth, the Law's abuſe, 

And Freedom ſinking under ſavage Power, 

The wreck of Public Virtue, the baſe arts 

And treachery of her apoſtate ſons, 

With all the countleſs ills that in her train 

A blind and barbarous Superſtition brings; 

When theſe are preſent: to the guiltlefs mind, 

It ſeems a fair and bleſſed fate to fly 

From this dark den of miſery and vice, 

To the ** preſenes of divine Perfection! 

SPENCER. - 
Yet of how pure a nature are thoſe bleſſings 
This earth would furniſh to.your reſcued virws! 
Russer.. . 

O gentle Linkin in. my ſofter hous | 

My heart fill clings to thoſe attractive objects 

Of tendereft attachment; for this. heart. 

Was fram'd by nature for. the ſweet Et 

Of ſocial duties and domeſtic blifs,* + + 

1 will avow to thee, (for thy mild: ſpire * To = 

Can ſympathize in every true diftreſs) INT 2 "36 

That when I think to what excefs: of anguith I: 5 15 

I leave the worthieſk and-moſt tender wiſez 2 * | 

That with endearing innocence and love "4 

Eer bleſt a huſband; the forbidden-tear | — 

Starts from my eye porforee, my frame is child, 3 

And ſhudders at the ſharp divorce of ſteel, * 4 

So ſoon to wy upon. our chaſſe affoction. 
| Sr. 

Yet may ye lire a blefing to exck other ; 2 

O 
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And give a bright example to mankind, 
That happineſs abides with virtuous love * ; 
Life ſtands within your choice: the King, who Lhows 
With what a fond reſpe& and confidence 
The generous people lean to the opinion 
Of men ſo rooted in their hearts as you are, 
Courts your acceptance of immediate pardon ; 
If you will but acknowledge, in his preſence, 
That you believe no ſubject has a right, 
However ment to reſiſt the Throne. 
Russ EIL. 

Have any of my friends ſuppos d, that Ruſſel 
Could buy exiſtence at a price like this ? 

' SPENCER. | 
The worthy b who in this vile wilde 
Have been your kind aſſiduous attendants, 
Build on this ground ſtrong hopes; — they have obtain'd 
The ſanction of your venerable father 
To argue with you this important queſtion; 
Believing they may lead your candid mind 
To terms, which, in their cool conſiderate judgment, 
Have the clear rr of truth and reaſon. | 

RussEL. 
Good men! they are an honor to the nch 
For ſignal harmony of faith and practice; 
But haply, cramp'd by piety's nice ſcruples, 
Their minds have not expanded to embrace 
The mighty cauſe of Freedom. 0 my friend ! 
I want the ſpirit-ſtirring faculty 
Of eloquence, to range in bright array 
The potent.claims of Nature, and enliſt 
In her pure ſervice all the noble paſſions 
That give diſtinQzon to the life of man: 
But gracious Heaven endow'd me with a heart 
To act the upright virtuous citizen 3 


— 
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And meet the axe, much rather than betray 
The charter d rights of this my native land. 
SPENCER. 
Are you, my Lord, ſo ſettled in your thoughts 
On this nice queſtion, that no arguments 
May ſhake the airy fabric of opinion? 
Russ EL. 
Good Spencer, thou haſt known me many years, 
And for a man of plain and fimple reaſon; . | 
Which clearly tells me that the King's poſition, 
Once granted, ſinks the free born ſons of England 
To the tame vaſſals of a Turkiſh deſpot. 
My mind can frame no imageof a ſtate 
That laws have limited, without a right 
To guard thoſe limitations; and my conſcience, 
Thar higher ſovereign, was challenges 
My firſt obedience in all points of moment, 
Will not permit me, by a different language, 
To purchaſe life from the deluded King. 
SPENCER; 
With painful admiration I have head 
The ſteady dictates of your patriot virtue, 
That will, with mingled agony and joy, 
Confirm the preſage of your noble father. 
Howe er he liſtens, with attentive fondneſs, 
To all that friendly zeal ſuggeſts to ſave you, 
He knows, and glories in your firm-adherence 
To the dear rights of England ; nor can wiſh, 
Though with the ſanction of ſuch — to ſee you 
Exchange i it for the lure of nee 
Russ 1. 5. 
Although I truſt he fully knows that mind, | 
Which his fond cares have ſtrengthen'd and enrich? ge : 
With its beſt powers of wanly reſolution ; 
0 il. grounded and diſtreſſing doubts | 
E108 WS 
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Are natural inficmities of age, | 

At times, perchance, my venerable facher 

May fear left the approach of violent death 

Should with diſgraceful pliancy infeR | 

The ſpirit of his ſon - I therefore pray thee 

Return; aſſure him, that aur pious, friends 

Muſt loſe their well-meant labor in debate: 

My mind's unchangeable z and gracious Heaven, 

As my dark fate draws vearer, gives my foul = 

New ſtrength, to triumph o. et its ſhadowy terrors! 

Aſſure the tender Bedford, I ſhall meet 

The hour of execution as his love - 

Muſt wiſh, with that ſedate and chearful brow 

Which ſuirs the guilileſs, ſon'of ſuch a father. 
PENCER, 

My Lord, I will religiouſly obey vou. 


And on the inſtant; as I navy. perceive 
Your chief heart - choſen friend friend. is came to. ſhare 


The private converſe of Your precious hows. [ Exit. 
Enter CAvgNDiSH. - 
_—_ T8 ba 
Welcome, dear Cayendith l wh eager © — 
Has panted for thy preſence, keenly wing 
To reſt the burden of 1 its cares on the. 
Yet, ere I ceaſe to live, Q let.me take 
One long farewell of him, , whoſe eme 1. 
Luſtre and value to that liſe which . 
| 4: nah calls me 61, relign! 
| Caxpaac, | 
Which Lore 
And Friendſhip's s voice command ithee to ſore.” — 
I come to ſave thee, Rudlel!. nor muſt loſe 
One moment in the heayen- ſuggeſted. plan. 
| Russ. 
Dear —— friend, the fond illuſive warmth by 


A TT RAGE TE 199 


Of thy kind heart inveſts thy _ W 
With viſionary power. 
CAVvEN DIEM. 
The fiends of hell 
Shall not defeat the project my good unzel. 
Inſpires for thy protection I Swear thou, firſt, 
By our inviolate friendſhip, and by ties 
| Yet ſtronger on thy heart, thy wife and children, 
Swear thou wilt grant me one requeſt, 
| 2 OG 15 
+ Dear Cavendiſh, 
Thou wall engage me in ſome haſty buſineſs, _ 
Pregnant with danger to thy generous ſelf; 
Elſe had thy ſrank affection neer devis d 
A bond ſo needleſs, to the mind which holds 
Requeſts from thee as ſacred as the laws 
of faith and honor but explain thy e 
CAVZNDIsH. 
Here, in this happy hour of privacy, - 
Let us exchange our habits; ſo may'ſt thou, 
Muffling thy face as in the veil of forrow, - 
Paſs unſuſpected, and elude the guard. 
Two of our truſty friends are plac'd to meet thee, 
And all the means of thy eſcape concerted. 
Haſte, I conjure thee ! while 1 here remain 
Wrapt in thy mourning garb; but with u ſpirie” 
Ready to burſt into triumphant joy, 
And-mock the baffled malice of thy foes. - 
Nosss t. 
Brave Cavendiſh! *tis hard to quĩt a world 
That furniſhes ſuch friends; yet eaſier this, 
Than by a haſty flight from death to hazard 
A life I boldMill dearer than my own. 
No, I can n&er expoſe thy generòus virtue | 
To that baſe fate thou urgeſt me to ſunn. 


Cavendisn- 
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Cavenvisn. x: 

They dare not ftrike at me ; their venal juries - 

Have paſt no treacherous verdi on my head. 
Russ EL. 

The eminence of thy exalted virtue 


Would make thee their ſure victim; and perebande ö 


The latent ruffians (ſuch I think there are) 
Who robb'd the injur'd world of gallant Eſſex, 
Would double, in the mind of their baſe maſter, 
Their murd'rous merits by diſpatching thee. 
__Cavenpisn, 
There is no peril ; but admit the worſt, 
I] want not ſtrength to grapple with ſuch villains, 
And wear a dagger here to puniſh them. 
Russ EL. 
Friend of my inmoſt ſoul ! thy generous offer 
Yet cloſer draws thoſe honorable bands 
That in our mortal pilgrimage have bound us 
Firm to each other, 'and, defying death, 
Will prove to us, I truſt, in brighter ſcenes, 
A laſting unextinguiſhable ſource 
Of pure ambition and angelic joy. 
But the kind purpoſe of thy noble zeal 
Thy Ruſſel muſt reject. Granting thy plan 
Free from all perils to thy precious life, 
(And it abounds with many moſt alarming); 
Flight howſoe er effected, would produce 
1 to thy friend, as wanting truſt 
In ſpotleſs innocence or manly courage. 
a CAveENnDISH. 
The tongue of Slander dares not to fee ere 
Tay fortimude 4 to 
finda 
Yet more: for I will lay 
My ſecret ſoul before thee.—Thou haſt ſeen 


How 
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How far thy friendſhip and my Rachel's love 

Have power to make life lovely in thy ſight ; 

And my kind-father, whoſe declining age | 

But I muſt pauſe, and check this natural burſt 

Of tender gratitude. Thou fully knoweſt 

All the ſtrong ties that chain my heart to earth; 

Yet I perceive theſe adamantine links, 

Touch'd, without doubt, by heavenly iafluence, 

Seem to give way; and my aſpiring ſoul 

Begins to covet that ignoble fate, 

Which ſhews ſo horrible in vulgar eyes! 

CAVENDISH. 

And canſt thou wiſh to leave us ? 

Kuss. 


O my friend! 

Among the ſtrongeſt paſſiona gf. my heart, 
Perhaps more forcible than love and friendſhip, 

From childhood I have cheriſh'd an attachment 

To my brave country though a tranſient cloud 

Now hovers o'er her, my prophetic eyes 

Perceive that ſhe is deftin'd to emerge 

To happineſs and glory. Thou ſhalt live, 

Dear noble friend! to view, and to afliſt 

This bleſt event. —The death I am to ſuffer 

Will more contribute, than my life could do, 

'To England's welfare :—in the future fabric, 

Deftin'd to fave and to perpetuate 

The ſapp'd foundations of her faith and freedom, 

My blood may prove a cement; this idea 

Suſtains, Mn and delights my ſoul. 

CAVENDISH. 

Heroic Ruſſel! bright and genuine martyr 

Of Liberty and Truth! if thou muſt periſh, 

I yet ſhall wear, engraven on my heart, 

The radiant image of thy ſignal virtues, 
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As a pure charm, of potency to guard 

The lowlieft mind from every ſervile thought.— 

Hark ! ſure I heard the hated voice of York ! 

Dares he inſult impriſon'd i innocence, _ 

By venturing to approach it? May we not 

Move farther off from that deteſted ſound ? 

It ſhakes my tortur'd brain, and almoſt tempts me 

To ruſh at once, and from the coward breaſt 

Of that apoſtate tear th envenom d heart 

That guides the murd'rous axe againſt my Ruſſel. 
RussEL. 

Patience, dear ardent ſpirit Come this way; 

The adjoining cha iber is allotted me | 

For privacy and prayer. Come, to receive 


The benediction of thy dying friend.  [Exeunt. 
Enter Vork, with the Lieutenant of the Tower. 
; Youx. 


I know ſome proud abettors of his guilt 
Are plotting his eſcape ; but mark, Lieutenant, 
If the convicted traitor in your charge 


Appear not on his ſummons to the. n 
Tour life ſhall anſwer it. 


I EUTENANT. . 
| I truſt your mu 1 6 
Will never ſee occaſion to condemn me ; 
For any breach or negligence of duty. 
Enter Lady Ruſſel. 
 Lavy Russ. INN 
May an unhappy mourner dare to hope | 
That gracious mercy guides the princely Tork 
To Ruſſel's priſon ? At your feet I fall 
In my dear Lord's behalf, who in this paper 
Implores your interceſſion with the King . 
To fave an innocent and injur d ſubject. 
Your. | 
Riſe, Madam !-—Tell your Lord, that I forgive lim 
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His bold ſeditious practices to bar 
My juſt ſucceſſion to the Engliſh throne; 
But my allegiance and fraternal duty 
Forbid me to appear the advocate 
Of one whoſe life is forfeit to the las 
For plotting to deſtroy my royal brother. 
In pity to your ſufferings, I adviſe you 
To waſte no fruitleſs labor in oppoſing © _ _ 
That ſtroke of juſtice which we all lament, ” 
But which the ſafety of the realm requires. Exit. 
Lapr Russzl. 
Thou ruthleſs hypocrite! thy ſullen cruelty 
Converts the ſwelling tear of ſupplication 
To fiery ſcorn ; and my prophetic ſpirit 
Foreſees an hour in which thy abject ſoul, 
With more than womanth terror, ſhall implore- 
That ſuccour thy hard heart denies to me. 
' LituUTENANT. 
O Lady! thy unmerited afflictions 
Have ſeiz d a ſtranger's boſom, and impel me 
To make ſome effort to aſſiſt thy prayers. 
The duke is mercileſs, and thirſts for blood; 
But pity harbours in our Sovereign's heart: 
I know this very morning he has utter d 
Words of kind 1 import to your injur'd Lord: 
If, in ſome happy minute, you could throw 
Your ſorrows at his feet, they muſt prevail. 
He ſtill is in the precints of the Lower; 
Wait here ſome moments, and kind Hives may teach me 
To draw him this way yet, ere he rejoins - | 
His peſtilent counſellor, the cruel Duke. , | [Exit, 
LADY RusseL. 
The bleſſings of my grateful heart'go with thee! 
Good angels ſecond the unlook'd-for pity 
Of this brave ſoldier! Grant me the power to ſpeak. 


— 


My 
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My Ruſſel's wrongs to the miſguided King | 
And thou, bleſt ſpirit of my virtuous father, 
Whoſe matchleſs ſervices ſo well deſerve 
The kind remembrance of a royal maſter, 
Inſpire thy ſuppliant child with words to melt 
The harden'd heart of Grandeur !—He approaches! 
O cruel fate! at fight of my diſtreſs 
He turns, as eager to avoid a wretch 
He dares not ſuccour Stay, my gentle Sovereign; 
Yet ſtay, yet hear the miſerable mourner 
Who claims thy mercy.— Heaven! he hears my prayer; 
He ftops—he doubts—and his reverted eye | 
Looks kindly back. Behold, my gracious Liege! 
Behold the daughter of thy lov'd Southampton 
Proſtrate before thee, and yet wanting voice 
To utter all the juſt and ardent prayer 
Her heart addreſſes to thy clemency! 

Enter the King. 

KING. | 

Riſe, lovely mourner !—be aſſur'd 1 pity 
Your virtuous ſufferings ; and ſincerely mourn 
Thoſe hard neceſſities of ſtate, whoſe force 
O'er-rules the milder wiſhes of my mind 
To ſpare the precious life for which you kneel. 

Lady RussEL. 
Tf the bright cherub Mercy has inſpir'd 
Your royal boſom with a wiſh to ſave him, 
O let no ſubtle fiend, with baſe ſuggeſtion, 
Subdue that heavenly impulſe !—ne'er was monarch 
More loudly call'd, by Equity and Truth, 
To the exertion of his nobleſt power, 
The privilege to ſpare.—So may my ſoul 
Find ę grace before the judgment-ſeat of Heaven, 
As it is ſure my Ruſſel never harbour d 
A ſingle thought of blood, or aught of evil, 


Againſt 
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Againſt the life and welfare of his King: | 
Nay more, my Liege; I know his gentle virtue 
Has often join'd in painful fellowſhip _ 

With bold bad men, whom his pure heart abhorr 'd, 
To lead your child, the young and princely Monmouth; 
From the dark paths of their pernicious counſel, 
KING. 
vim Lord is happy. 1 in an advocate 
Of moſt perſuaſive powers: I wiſh, but dare not, 
To ſtop the courſe of the offended law 
Againſt the man for whom your tender virtues 
Plead with ſuch fervency: my kingdom's peace 
Demands the dread completion of his ſentence ; 
His reſcu'd life would lead triumphant Faction 
To practices more daring, and diſtract 
The agitated realm with civil broils. 
_  . ;Lapy Russ. 
Alas! you little know the gentle ſpirit 
Of my wrong'd Lord. But if his life is held 
So hazardous to England's peace, my Liege, 
O let him paſs the remnant of his days 
Far from this troubled iſe ;—his wife and children 
Will guide th' obedient exile where you order; 
And, if a deſert yields him life and ſafety, 
Think paradiſe is there ! 
Kins. 
You touch my foul, 
Fair ſuppliant ! Let them blame my pliant weakneſs ; ; 
am not marble, and muſt ſhew you mercy.— 
Where is my Lord of Bedford—with his ſon? 
W 
No, my kind Sovereign ;—ſhall 1 fly to ſeek bim? 
Kings. , 
Big him, with inſtant ſpeed, prepare A veſſel, 
Abet may convex Lord Ruſſel to che coaſt ; 1 
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Of France or Holland, as our will directs.— 

Lady, you little know what cruel bars 

Obſtruct the willing ſtep of royal mercy: 

Kings are forc'd often to do good by ftealth, 

And ſuch is now my curſe. Hut be your farher 23 
Make preparations for a ſecret flight, - 
And wait our pleaſure with the priſoner hive: 


Ere night he ſhall receive our terms of pardon, 


And with them an expreſs, though private cede | 

For the enlargement of your captive Lord. | 
Lapy RusssL. 

May the great Fountain of beneficence, - 

The King of kings, teward my gracious' maſter | 

For this kind promiſe to his grateful ſervant !— = 

O my good Liege! let but your own mild Piet | 

Be your prime counſellor, to ſfrut your tar 

Againſt the ſubtleties of cruel zealots ; 

Tranquillity ſhalt bleſs your fafe dominion, 

And loyalty and love ſupport your throne— 


But let me fly to my delivered Ruſſel 


With theſe moſt happy tidings of your bounty 5 
And in reiterated prayers to Heaven, 
For every good on my indulgent Sovereign, 3 
Pour forth the fullneſs of my ſwelling heat! 15 (Exit. 
Kine. s 
How ie is her love! I envy Ruſſel 
Th' angelic tenderneſs of that chaſte woman. 
Enter Vork. 1 
Your. 


What! has the whining wife X witty Rufſel 


Pefter'd your ear, my brother, with vain tales, 


To vouch the trutf of that convicted traitor? — 
Whoſe death muſt now be ſpeedy, to ſecure 


Tour eee, e ys Is 
ING. 
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King. | 
Brother, your Romitſh friends incline too = 
To ſanguinary caunſels I abhor them! 
What, if in pity to a virtuous woman, 
In kind remembrance of her father's merits, 
Friend of our exil'd. youth, and beſt ſupport 
Of our recover'd thrane ; what if I. grant 
Some little mercy to her urgent prayer, 
And change her huſband's death to baniſhment ? 

Yorx, 
By Heaven it muſt not be !—what ! when the Law, 
That faithful guardian of your facred life, 
Has paſt its ſentence on your proſtrate foe, 
For baſe conſpiracy and bloody treaſon, . 
Falſe to yourſelf, ſhall you, in weak compaſſion 
To an inſinuating woman's. tears, 
Thus reſcue and empower Rebellion's idol 
To form, a ſecond mare ſucceſsful plot? 

| ING, 

Your haſty fear outruns true policy; 


And this exceſs, of riggr, which your priefis, | 
Have taught y9u, bodes, I think. but 8 


Both to your power and ofine. —You, when as. 
May viſit Rome ; I, brother, am too old 


To enter once again on * travels. 

RN 
Nor may we ſuffer, you, to fall at home, 
Through careleſs indolence, by Treaſon's cage. 
Think not I ſpeak from ancient enmity _ 
To this inſidious Ruſſel: for myſelf, 
He has my pardon for his .crimes, to me, 
But the regard I owe your | hallow' d perſon, 
Leads me to preſs for kis immediate death: 
Before the houſe that bears his father's name, 
The bayſe that hid his bloody machinations, 


I wiſh 
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I wiſh to ſee the murd'rous rebel die.— 

But let us haſte from hence. I will aſſemble 
The members of your council moſt inſtructed - 
In this baſe treafon—they will clearly prove 
You have but this alternative to chuſe, 
To execute or periſh——One mutt fall, . 

The traiterous convict, or the injur'd King. 2: 


End of ACT II. 


K 9 m. 
SCENE I 
Lerd Ruſſel writing, and attended by * 


| . 7 . 25 
Urr, my dear Lord, your mournful preparation 8 
For that unworthy fate, which your bleſt conſort, 
Here fully prov'd our good and * angel, 
Has happily averted. © 
. _ 
When a life. 
Hangs, my good Spencer, on a prince's word; . 
Whoſe reſolution is the pliant ſlave 
Of artifice and importunity, s 
Reaſon diſdains to take i into account | 
A poor poſſeſſion held on ſuch a tenure. _ 
I can belieye the King inclines to fave me; 
But know how ſoon his unreſiſting ſpirit . 
Yields to the voice of that vindiGive zeal, 


4 4 


Which 
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Which with inceſſant and increaſing fury 
Now clamours for my blood :—1 therefore hold it 
The part of prudence to leave nought undone, 
Which, on a ſudden ſummons to the block, 
I yet might wiſh, but want the time to do. 
SPENCER, 
Uſeleſs (though noble) may this caution prove! 
| RussEL, 
Be that as Heaven thinks beſt.— Since buſy Rumour, 
In his blind haſte to catch a fleeting 1 image, 
Is apt to form a faithleſs portraiture 
Of public characters, I here, my friend, 
Have, as a legacy, bequeath'd the world 
A true though ſimple picture of myſelf. 
When I am gone, my honeſt countrymen, 
Reading this paper, may with confidence 
Say, Such was Ruſſel - this account of him 
Being as clear from falſhood and diſguiſe 
As that which, in his hour of heavenly audit, 
Muſt prove the ground of his eternal doom. 
Here is my lateſt taſk : peruſe this letter, 
Which on my death the King 1s to receive ! 
SPENCER. 
It breathes that gentle magnanimity 
For which your life is noted. 
 RussEL. 
At the time, 
The Glemas time, when the calm ſoul prepares 
For quick departure to that world of peace, 
Where enmity and anger cannot dwell, 
Tis ſurely right to cloſe our earthly feuds, : 
And part from all men in pure charity. 
Though I have never finn'd againſt my ſovereign, 
By any deed or thought that meant him ill, 
In many vain and inconſiderate hours 
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yet have ſported with his name and frailties 
To crave his pardon for ſuch levitiesʒ 
And, in the gentleſt language I can uſe, 
To intimate, that, dying thus unjuſtly, 
I pardon all promoters of Rs 
The "ORs as the loweſt. . 
| Gam 


Ceaſe, my Lord, 


To dwell on dying thoughts, With een 15 


Of life and comfort, your deliverer 

Comes, to reſtore you to domeſtic! blics 
Euter Lady Ruſſel. 

Lapy Russe. 

All, my dear reſcued Love! all is prepar'd- 

To aid your bleſt removal from this land 

Of danger and diſſenſion. To your ſight 

Exile ſhall ſeem a kind familiar friend, 

Conducting you to ſafety and delight: 

You ſhall not feel you have a foreign home, 


For all your houſe, who live but in your preſerice,, 


Are fix d to travel with us: the kind Bedford 

Will to the rough ſea truſt his feeble age 

For your ſociety. O had yon ſeen. + 

How our dear little ones receiv'd the tidings: 

Of this heart-healing voyage l bow they pant 

To throw their eager fondling arms around _ 

And R — 1 
Me r e e 


Pride of my ſoul?-: my eas ones: 1 
Again I view thee, with parental: tranſport, | 
Snatch'd from the brokes-ſoapov-of ſhameful death 
By this bleſt hand In vain thy ſuppliant father 
Had offer d to exchange his envied treafures 


- < + 


For 
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For that ſuperior wealth, which in his heart 
Outweighs all opulence :—ſullen Revenge, 
Subduing Avarice, with ſcorn rejectet © 
Thy proffer'd ranſom. Blank deſpair had ſeiz'd me ; ; 
But in the hour when human efforts fail'd,; - | 
This pitying ſeraph, in a woman's form, 
Brings heavenly aid, and turns a tyrant's heart 
To bleſs the trembling world with Ruſſel's life! 
RussErL. 
Dear objects of my love | I pray you check 
This eagerneſs of joy; for OI feel! 
That it muſt prove to you the: treacherous herald | 
Of heavier grief !—your kind exulting hope 
Is a brief day of ſummer out of ſeaſon, - 
That, promiſing to end ſtern winter's tyranny, 
Does but ſupply to his ſuſpended breath - | 
The power to pierce more deeply :—pray be — 
And with juſt foreſight arm yourſelves againſt 
The certain rigour of th'.inclement time. 
__ .. - BeproRD. . 
Has not the King . and engag d 
His royal word to ſave and ſet thee free? 
Russ EL. 
Alas, my father ! had his word poſſeſs d 
That ſtedfaſt ſanity which ſhould belong 
To the pure breath of : princes, this fair iſte, 
Who truſted in his faith, had never known 
Her preſent depth of national-diſgrace; ' 
Have we not ſeen our ſavereign's promiſes.  - 
Proverbially invalid? Here comes one 
Whoſe meſſage will, I doubt not, end ths 8 | 
Enter an VO ado beckons Ruſſel, r to. 
BY bin ad. | 
Ba Droga. = 1 5 


= * daughter! the high flood of _ hers 
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Sinks in wy heart, and leaves a hideous void. | 
- Lapy Russ. 
Speak, ſpeak, my Ruſſel! is ie life or de? 
Russ 1. a0? 
Patience, ſweet ſufferer Pray inform he ſrl, 
Although this ſhort and ſummons 
— . nnn, > 


Exit Officer 
Daman 

Ye, whoſe keen ſorrow has more power to . 

The heart of Ruſſel than th' impending axe, 

By our pure love let me conjure ye now 


To reconcile your. grief · diſtemper d thoughts 


To Heaven's dread pleaſute; who; for ſome bgh bee 


Permits the oppreſſive doom of innocence! - 


The 9 has — n ave me, | 


9 n 


Perfidious F 
But I will fly, * by my loud: a 
Waking dead Honor in his wither'd mind, 


Force from the enn his — . 
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N 1 
e ee eee . et e . 
e eee infatiate Lork. lan. 
elne 


Go, Wai forthe buſy love TOE 

That finds employment, though in fruitleſs labor 
Lightens the preſſure of the grief it bears. — | 5 
Tho ſeeſt, good Spencer, that my tender wife + - 
Is now ſupported by her zeal to fave me; #26400 1 
But on my death, the quickneſs of her ſpirit 

ä Will work like latent e e 5 FRA 
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It is her fate that wounds me for my o.ẽa 
Is but the ſhorteſt and moſt eaſy paſſage 
From earthly trouble to celeſtial joy. 
It is the fancy of the vulgar mind | 
That foolichly arrays the dreaded form: + 
Of ſudden death in viſionary horrors; | 
Believe me, Spencer, in the month juſt paſt, 
The tranſient fickneſs of my lovely boy 
Preſs d. harder on my heart, and more diſtuib'd 
The native'calmneſs of my even ſpirit, . + 
Than my near-proſpeQ-of the ready ſcaffold. 
-SPBNCEK, 

Yet, my dear Lord, I view with aweful wonder 
The firm ſetenity of ſoul you ſhew 

On this hard teſt of human fortitude ! 

RusszT. 

Reflect, my friend, that my impriſonment 
Has made the fearful image of my fate 
Familiar to my thought. It is ſurprize 
That gives to Death his mofl appalling ae ; 
To the clear eye of guiltleſs Contemplation - 
That gloomy ſpectre grows a gorgeous herald, 


Whoſe trumpet ſounds the triumph of the ſoul, 


And ſpeaks its entrance on the ſtage of glory. 
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How grand ! how pregnant with delight and wonder, 5035 
Muſt be the change of ſcene from earth to heaven !— 


What if a mortal, who had paſs d his days 
In the dim cavern of a noxious mine, 


Worn with hard toil, where health-annoying vapours 


Vext and confounded his ee 
If ſuch a mortal ſuddenly were laid 

On the bright ſummit of a lofty hill, 

To tafte the balmy ſweetneſs of the morn, 
And, for the firft time, ſee the riſing ſun 
Array this fair and ſmiling earth in all 
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The radiant lovelineſs of form and colour !— 
O Spencer ! if 1 felt for ſelf alone, 
This period, deem'd the ſaddeſt of my life, 
Could only fill my mind with heavenly joy ; 
But for my mourning friends, and moft for ber 
Mboſe faithful love has many years to weep, 
My falt ring heart—now give it ſtrength, in Heaven! 
For even now its hardeſt trial comes— / 
My Rachel, in the anguiſh of deſpair, 
Returns to take a long and laſt farewell. 
Enter Lady Ruſſel. 

LapyRusssi. 
Dear Ruſſel, I renounce illuſive hope! 
And now muſt teach my weakneſs to ſuſtain 
The heavieſt load of miſery that ever 
Fell on the bleeding heart of helpleſs woman! 
The King denies thee, what the baſeſt felon 
Aſks not in vain, the reſpite of a day. 
Could'ſt thou believe it? he and ſavage York | 
Are now, like blood-hounds, come to hunt thee hence, 
And drive thee to thy death ! they but allow me 
A few ſhort minutes, in a laſt embrace 
To claſp, to bleſs, and part with thee for overt. 5 

Russ EL. 

Then may we part as we have lir'd, my Rachel, 
In the pute dignity of perfect ove, 
Unſtain'd by weakneſs! 

Lapy RussEL. 

Do not dread my tears ; 
They cannot fall to melt thy-manly firmneſs, © 
For Heaven has ſteel'd me for this aweful hour. 
RusseL.,' | 

'Thou dear angelic pit! tis from thee 
That I have learnt the trueſt fortitude ; 
A courage built upon a heavenly baſis.— 
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O gracious Being ! who has guided TS. 

Through fourteen years of pure domeſtic blifs 855 

The beſt and rareſt of thy gifts to man, 

Accept, as tribute for thy bleſſings paſt, 

Our meek ſubmiſſion in this trying hour 

Of thy more dreadful pleaſure !—at thy call 

I yield my guiltleſs life, nor would decline 

To die for having ſtruggled to preſe e 

Thy pureſt worſhip in my native land. 

O that my blood might quench that fatal torch 

Of barbarous Superſtition, which begins 

To ſhed once more its ſanguinary glare 

Over this frighted iſle! Might Ruſſel prove 

The laſt to periſh by oppreſſive power, 

And the baſe ſentence of perverted law !— . 

Fall not my blood on the miſguided men 

Whoſe fury ſheds it As I truely pardon 

My ruthleſs enemies, ſo, Heaven ! niay'ſt thou 

Take to the charge of thy heart- healing mere 

This, my chief care, this deareſt, laſt concern 

Of my departing ſoul, this ſpotleſs woman! 
Lave Russ. 

Let not thy fears for me, my generous Ruſſel 1 

Too fondly agitate thy feeling mind; 

The gracious Power who bleft us in each other, 

Will not, I know, abandon utterly - 7 

An unoffending, weak, afflicted woman, 

Dear to ſo pure a ſpirit, ſanctieddd 

By the age prey of an expiring martyr ! 

KNoss zl. 

My en I will not to thy care commend 

Thy little orphans ; for an angel's ſight 

Cannot in tender vigilance ſurpaſs 

The anxious mother, who ſurvives to ſhield 

The infant pledges of our chaſte affection! - 

ts No, 
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No, let me preſs a charge upon thy memory,  _ ** 
Where I moſt fear thy failure, thy dear ſelf;  * 
Regard thy precious health, as the poſſeſſio  ' 
That I enjoin thee to preſerve and cheriſh. 
Lapy RusszL. = Ip 
Thou guide and guardian of thy Rachel's life! 3 
Though the dark grave muſt hide thee from my eyes, 
Thy gentleneſs, thy love, thy truth, thy virtues, * 
Will ſtill, like faithful and protecting ſpirits, 8 
Be ever preſent to my thought, and give 
My grief-· dejected mind new power to rer 
The little idols of my widow d heart. e 
Russe. : 
They will 1 all, that youth requires, in thee ; EE” 
The gentle friend, the fond, yet firm director, 
Whoſe ſteady kindneſs, and rever'd perfeQion, _—- 
Makes diſcipline delight: their minds from thine ag 
May copy all the virtues ; chiefly two, 3 
Of prime diſtinction, Truth and Fortitude, 
The pillars of all human excellence |— 
I bleſs thee now for many years of fondneſs; 
But moſt for that ſublimicy of love, 
Which has diſdain'd to make my fate more bitter 
By abject vain complaints and weak ning tears. 
| _ Lavpy Russ zT. | 
Refrain, I pray you, from this tender praiſe; 
It will o'ertbrow the firmneſs you commend, 
And *waken all the woman in my boſom. 
RusseL, - 
Dear Rachel | as | my boy ee manhood, | 
Teach him to look upon his father's death = 5 
Rather as noble than unfortunate ! | | 
Tell him, that, dying by no juſt decree, 
I deem'd it till a happineſs that Heaven 
Made me a native of this generous iſle, 
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Which, though now darken'd by a tranſient cloud, 

Is hits. I truſt, to be the radiant throne ' 

Of ſettled Liberty and ſtedtaſt Faith ; 

Early infuſe into his youthful ſpirit. 

As the ſure ground-work of all manly virtue, 

A ſenſe of civil and religious freedom z - 

Give to his pliant mind true Engliſh temper, 

Teach him to fear no Being but his God, 

And to love nothing earthly more than England. 
Enter an Attendant. 


' ATTENDANT. 
My Lord, the officers) | 


Russ zL. 

They ſhall not wait. 
Lap Russ zT. 
Inhuman haſte Do thou, great God! proportion 5 
The patience of thy ſervants in diſtreſs 
To the infernal malice of their foes! 
dince thy unqueſtionable will permits 
Such innocence to periſh on the ſcaffold, 
Send the moſt ſoothing of thy heavenly ſpirits | 
To wait unſeen upon the dying martyr! , 
Take from this hideous form of Violent Death 
His horrible attendants, Pain and Anguiſh l 

a, 

O my kind Love ! that quick undreaded ſtroke, 
Sa ſoon to ſever this frail mortal frame, 
Is but a feather's printleſs touch, compard 
To this my deepeſt wound, which now I feel 
In tearing thus my faithful heart from thine! 
Eacb moment that we linger but increaſes 
Our mutual pangs ; then take in this embrace 
My lateſt benediQion | | | 
Lavy RusssL. 

O, farewell! 

fo Wl Russ L. 
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Wy Russ f. * 
vet a laſt kiſs — and for our little ones, 
Bear thou to each this legacy of love ! 
Now we muſt part !—Farewell! 
LADY Russ L. 82 
; pd Farewell dts: A 
| [Exit Lady Ruſſel. 
Rvuss2t. | I r 


Spencer ! the bitterneſs of death is paſt, - 
And thou haſt nothing more to fear for- Ruſſel! 
Then quit him, thou kind friend, and be thy care 
Devoted to the precious charge he leaves: 
I pray attend that dear unhappy mourner ; 
Place her within my gentle fiſter's arms, | 
And ſooth their mutual forrow!—Tell my father, 
I could have wiſh'd to claſp his hand once more, 
But that | fear'd to ſhock his feeble age. 
- SPENCER, 3 
Grief, my dear Lord. denies me utterance 
Of all that I would ſay!— Farewell my tears 
And prompt obedience will, I traſt, to you, 
Though mute interpreters, explain. my e. 
RNosszl. | 
Vet ſtop \—Thy Ruſſel has now love with time, 
That heavy load to fooliſh Indolence, 
But active Probity's prolific treaſure! 
Take then this ſmall memorial of eſteem, - 
This little index of the paſſing bours ; 
Fer thou haſt wiſdom to improve their n. 
And I am nn. on eternity. _ 
[Giving bis es: to Spencer? | 
Stay not fof thanks ! follow thy weeping charge ; 
Haſten to her ſupport and Heaven reward thee !'- _ +. 
| [Exit Spencer. 
TI PEER i OO 


ATR A C E DD Y. 


Russ zl (kneeling. ) 
Thou only perfect and unfailing Source 
Of all ſerenity, all ſtrength, all power, 
In thy frail ſuppliant man! thou gracious God! 
I bleſs thy mercy, which in bittereſt anguiſh 
Has fortified my ſoul, and now diſpels 
All fearful hurry from my even thoughts! 
O comfort thou thoſe kind and tender beings, 
To whom my death muſt prove a laſting wound! 
Grant me to paſs my little reſidue 
Of cloſing life with chearfut conſtancy, 
And take my willing ſpirit to thy boſom ! 
Enter Cavendiſh. ' 
| Cavennisn. 
Allow me, thou bleſt martyr! once again 
To preſs thy hand, to bathe it with my tears, 
And, in this agony of greedy ſorrow, © | 
Catch from thy lips the laſt command of friendſhip 
Russ EL. 
My Faithful Cavendiſh ! have but one, 
One wiſh to utter that relates to earth; 
And to thy truth I truſt for its completion: 
Dying, I charge thee, by the love thou beareſt 
To Ruſſel's honor and our country's welfare, 
Quell, in the hearts of all who may lament me, 
The frantic paſſion to revenge my death! 
Wilt thou be mindful of this laſt cent 
| CavenDiISH. 
If I negle& one diQate of thy virtue, 
May Heaven, to puniſh me, take from my foul 
The dear remembrance of our amity! 
— 7-7 
'Tis well thy promiſe ends my only fear. 
Farewell, my gallant, generous boſom-friend ! 
Farewell {—ſtill think me living in my children, 


Still 
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Still in their little frames embrace thy Ruſſel! 
(Ruſſel departs, but after a Hort pauſe returns. 
RussEL. ts. 
One thing there is that yet I wiſh to ſay. 
CavenDisn. 
O ſpeak ! for every accent of thy voice 
Pierces my breaſt, and all thy words ſhall live 
Graven as laws on my retentive heart! 
Russ L. 
Friend of my youth, I have for many years 
Held a prime place within thy noble boſom, 
And ſtudied all its rich and rare perfections, = 
The radiant virtues in fair order marſhall'd 1 
| ned the guidance of preſiding bonor | 
ve ſeen thee full of high and glorious thoughts 
5 this world; but pardon if I ſay, 
bat thy brave mind, to me, has ſeem'd to fail 
In homage to the ſovereignty of Heaven, 
CAvVENDISH. 
Thou geaduke monitor ! in ſuch a moment 
Io feel for wy offences! 
Rousser. _ 
Do not wonder 
At the calm temper of thy dying friend; 
Uſe thy own ſpotleſs and exalted ſpirit 
To commune more with Heaven, and thou wilt find 
The bleſſed habit of  confidering | 
That we are acting in our Maker's eye, 
Arms the unſhrinking ſoul for every ſcene. 
Weizh well the powers of ſimple piety, 
Make it the key-ſtone in thy arch of virtue, 
And it will keep that graceful fabric firm, | 
Though all the ſtorms of fortune burſt upon it. 
Yet farther would I preſs this counſel to thee, _ 
But ti ne forbids me.—Once again, farewell)! 
5 5 1 OR Long 


2. 


A rn a a 


Long be thy life, and crown 'd with every bleſſing, 
Till i in its peaceful cloſe we meet in heaven. [Exit. 
_Cayenvisn. 3 
Smiling he's gone to triumph o'er Oppreſſion 
By brave endurance! while my voice, ſuſpended 
By anguiſh, love, and wonder, wanted power 
To breathe one laſt adieu !—While yet he lives, 
I cannot bear to be divided from him: 
No, I will follow—1 will fondly gaze 
On the dear model of conſummate virtue 
Een to his lateſt moment; I will ſee 
His heavenly patience meet the murd'rous axe; 
J will behold his death, though in the fight 
My tortur'd eyeſtrings burft with agony. I[LExit. 
Enter York with an Officer, 
Yor. 
At length I have prevail 'd !—the traitor dies, 
Spite of the weakneſs in my wavering brother. 
This is indeed an hour of exultation! 
To all the friends of our true ancient faith 
This public fall of her arch enemy 
Is a ſure omen that ſhe ſoon will riſe 
| In all her gorgeous pomp of elder time, 
And from the turbulence of hereſy 
Clear this recover d iſle. 
Orriczx. 
Her faireſt hope 
Lives i in the ſpirit of your Highneſs zeal, 
Yours. 
Yet this inſidious Ruſſel is ſo dear 
To the deluded vulgar, I ſtill dread a 
A ſtruggle for his reſcue say, my friend, ; 
Haſt thou arrang'd our private partizans | 
At proper intervals to guard the ſcaffold, 
And keep the gaping multitude in awe, 
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Thoſe reſty knaves, who, in this factious land, 
Are ever ready to engage in riot, 
And hazard life for every bold impoſtor, 
Or * demagogue who raves on freedom? 
Orxeicegx, 
Fear not, my Lord! the voice of loud Sedition 
Will hardly dare to breathe a = murmur 
Upon her idol's fall. 
. Yorux. 

| And haſt thou ſettled 
A clear ſucceſſion of immediate ſignals, 
Which may, as Ruſſel drops, tranſport to me 
A quick aſſurance that his head is off? 

OrFiceR. | 
Your Highneſs, in the minute of its fall, 
Will be appriz'd *tis fallen by the ſound 
Of fifes now ſtation'd in this armoury. 
Your. 

"Tis well ; my truſty friend, I thank thy care: 
I cannot reſt till I am fatighed 
The heretic has loſt all power to hurt us. 


Ba prop (entering in extreme haſte.) 
Yet pardon, ye t preſerve him, pi incely York! 

1 know thy 50 is able to ſuſpend 

| The lified axe. 


Your. 
Away, thou weak old man! 
Be Dro ad. 


ppurn not my prayer! its object is thy peace | 


Not leſs than mine :—by ali thy trembling hopes 
Of future greatneſs and ſecure dominion, + - 
Haſte thou to ſnatch him from impending fate ! 

If, in theſe moments of extreme deſpair, | 

Thy pity faves my ſon, thou wilt appear | 
* the * delegate of heavenly mercy! 

5 | n. ffes found, 


Lonx. 


* 


A T AD 
8 
Away ! the found thou heareſt is a 3 
That the juſt rigor of the law has — 
Upon his finiſh'd life. 
BeprorD. 
O my loſt child. 
But he i is happy in the fellowſhip 
Of ſaints, who to his higher purity 
Pay bleſſed homage—hus deliver'd ſpirit 
Gives a new impulſe to my lifeleſs heart: 
His ſufferings all are ended ; but this hour, 
Which ſees them cloſe, for has: relentleſs York! | 
Beholds a train of dark calamities, _ 
The ſpreading offspring of thy cr ae 
Riſe into being! 
Yorx. 
| Go, retire, old man, 
And heal thy ſhatter'd mind : I have not leiſure 
To hear the ning of diſtracted age. 
[Exit York, with the Officer. 
| BrxprorD. _ 
Tis not the frenzy of a weak old man 
That now proclaims thy fate, inhuman bigot, 
Ruſhing through guiltleſs blood to thy deſtruction! 
It is the ſpirit of my angel fon! 
He for a moment leaves the heavenly choir, 
(Whoſe ready harps ſhall uſher him to glory) 
To drown a father's anguiſh in this viſion _ 
Of ſoul- poſſeſſing preſcience !—yes, tis he 
Who now preſents to my aſtoniſh'd eye 
Theſe crowding images — ! ſee thee now, 
Infatiate York ! inveſted with that crown 
For which thy barbarous ambition panted ;, 
I ſee it fall from thy unkingly head, 
rs. with fear's vile palſy !—in thy terror 958 
I ſee 
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I ſee thee ſue, imperious, abject ſpirit! 1 
To the inſulted Bedford, but in vain. 1 
Thy power, that higheſt truſt of Heaven, 8 1 
Paſſes from thee ! The cruel blood · ſtain d tyrant 
Wanders a wretched exile! This wrong'd ifland 
Emerges from the darkneſs of Oppreſſion !— 
Hail, ſcenes of triumph to all Engliſh hearts 
Hail, thou bright feftival of ſettled Freedom! 
I fee and bleſs thy firm eſtabliſhment. 
And hark ! the juftice of a patriot king, 
Uniting with a grateful nation's voice, . 
Turns the baſe ſentence of my murder d Ruſſel 
To a fair record of foul-ſoothing honor, 
Ard hails me glorious in my maichleſs ſon! 5 
Enter Cavendiſ un. 93 
CavzND ISN Lf 1 8 
Tis paſt, my Lord! I have beheld him ſeal 
A life of virtue with a death of glory! 
BD ron. F 
And thoy canſt tell x me, dying, he appear d, 
Een as he . a model to mankind 
Cavenopisn:: 
Never did martyr with more lovely grace 
Part from a world unworthy to poſſeſs him ! 
To the ſurrounding crowd he mildly ſpoke - 
A few ſhort words of pardon to his foes, 
With fervent benediQion to his country; 25 
Commending to the hearts of all who heard him 
A love of peace and purified religion; 
'Then with a chearful readineſs invited | 
The ftroke of death ! I ſaw the unhappy man, 
Who with a trembling arm lifted the axe 
Oer his unſhaken victim, in his tremor 
Meaſuring the neck to ſtrike his even blow; 
I faw him raze the ſkin! and in that moment 


The 


A r Ar 


The cheek of Ruſſel held its native hue 
Uablarc'd with fear !—it was a ſight to turn 
The grief of friendſhip to idolatry ! 
And your paternal ſorrow into pride! 

Bz Drop. 
Dear Cavendiſh ! ! I will not wound his 2 
His gallant ſpirit, by unmanly mourning: 

No, I have pride, ſuch pride as Heaven approves; 
Nor would | now exchange niy murder d Ruſſel 
For any living ſon in Chriſtendom ! 

CAVENDISH- 
Bleſs this fond firmneſs of the Engliſh father ! 
It penetrates and chears my aching heart. — 
Come, my dear Lord, let us retire from hence, 
Io foothe yet fonder ſorrow, weeping now 
In ſeenes which he has hallow'd by his care, 
In his paſt days of ſocial happineſs : 
There let vs fir, ard ſtill with fad delight 
Talk o'er his numerous virtues : they thall be 
The theme of every tongue! and, ages hence, , 
Still fix the love of every Engliſh ſpirit ! 
Then, if the voice of Learning would compare 
What rich Antiquity and Modern Time 
Have ſeen of public virtue, while the hand 
Of Glory juſtly in her balance throws. 
The gather'd worthies of the Pagan world, 
England ſhall boaſt her own ſuperior wealth, 
And poiſe the rival ſcale with Ruſſel's name! 
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Perſons of the Drama. 


CAREY. 

JASPER. 

RUMBLE. 

FACIL. 

TROPE. 

GERRARD, the Butler. 

LADY SOPHIA SENTIMENT, Widow of 
SIR SIMOR SENTIMENT, a wealthy Merchant. 


- FRANCES, Siſter to Jara. and a Relation ofthe 
deceaſed Stn Stwon. 


MRS. RUMBLE, 


* 1 , n 1 


SERVANTS), c. 


ä SC EN E, the magnificent Villa of Lavy Sor nia. | 
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. J. 
SCENE L 
Carey and Frances. 


Faances. ES 
P RAY temper with patience your warm indignation, | 
And treat with more mercy my tender relation: 
Becauſe with your paſſions her whims interfere, 
To her fobles, ng Carey, you're grolsly ſevere. 
Carer. 
MY patience, Gum Frances, I own is exhauſted : 

e will wed the firſt ſuitor by whom ſhe's accoſted, 
Though in widowhood's dainty vagaries, her pride 
Forbids her fair couſin to ſhine as a bride; 

And keeps us, my Love, from that altar away, 
Where Hymen with juſtice upbraids our delay. 

But, in noble contempt of yout unſettled dower, 
Let us ſeize on the bliſs that is plac'd in our power ; 
And, if ſuch artful vanities. yield her relief, 
Leave | my Lady to play off freſh fountains of grief, 
While we, my ſweet girl! paſs our happier youth 
In delights that are hallow'd by Nature and Truth : 
Though my income is ſmall, with your prudent * 


Dear Fanny—— wt of 
1 CES. 


Fm pleas'd with this proof of affeQian : 
Q2 | Yet 
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Vet baked we our union, dear Carey, complete, : 

As your love is ſo ardent—let mine be diſcreet. 

No honeſt return of regard ſhould I feel, 

Could [ ſuffer your heart, in its generous zeal, 

To abandon a portion your bride ſhould obtain, 

And hazard by hurry what patience will gain. 

"Tis unlucky, my couſin, Sir Simon, forgot 

To ſpecify what he deſign'd as my lot: 

But I know this omiſſion, by which I am left, 

At her Ladyſhip's mercy, of fortune bereft, 

Was the work of Old Vellum, whoſe foreſight and ſkill 

Were employ'd for himſelf, when he made the Knight's 
will. ' 

Yet her Ladyſhip ſays, that my couſin told her 

The ſum that he meant upon me to confer ; 

And though ſhe delays, from a delicate whim, ; 

Leſt our marriige ſhould ſeem diſreſpeQful to him— _ 

Cant. 

Good Good! my dear Fanny, how can you defend her ? 

To refinement and faith ſhe's an empty pretender. 

Have not twelve months elaps d from Sir Simon's inter- 
ment? 

Yet her ſorrow till bubbles in ludicrous ferment; . 

Though the farce of her grief, as our friends have all ſaid, 

Is addreſs'd to the living much more than the dead ; * 

And her vanity means, though ſhe prizes not pelf, 

To keep you tien, and marry herſelf. 

mach., 

Indeed you miſtake all her harmleſs intentions; 

She will certainly give me the fortune ſhe mentions ; © - 

I know her kind heart, 'and its pure inclitiation. 

| 0 enn 

Say walker, we know her abſurd affeQtation : 1. 48 

And as for your portion, my dear, I as ſouan 

—— 29 CET LEIT ſhe ignon,.- © 
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As to ſee you receive from my Lady a ſhilling; 
Allowing, indeed, that her heart may be willing, 
She ſoon will have nothing, I fear, to beſtow, 
So profuſe is ſhe grown in her whimſical woe. 
On the new Mauſoleum what ſums does ſhe waſte! 
That fantaſtical fabric of barbarous taſte ; 
Where all decorations that art can deve, . 
To adorn the proud tombs of the valiant and wiſe, 
Are mix d o'er the bones of a ſimple old cit, 
Who diſplay'd not a ſparkle of valor or wit; 
Who though rich, 'paſs'd, I think, with n comfor 
trough life, 

A mere ſlave to the whims of his high-blooded wife. 

- Frances. | 
That prepoſterous yault I have view'd with concern! 
And have cried and have laugh'd o'er Sir Simon's rich urn: 
But at length, having ſtudy” d her Ladyſhip's trim, 
And having her virtue in ſpite of her whim, 


I've a ſcheme, that, I think, with ſucceſs will be crown'd, 


On this folly itſelf her Correction to found; 
By indulging her foible, that foible to baniſh, 
And make all her mournful abſurdity vaniſh, * 

: Carty, 
Toy your Ia e dear Fanny, I often ſubmit, 
And much could I hope from your goodneſs and wit: 
Yer I think you can't make, in her youth's giddy ſeaſon, 
Such a vain wanton widow a creature of reaſon. — 

neee, 

You judges of nature, and lords. of creation, 
Howe'er you pretend to profound ſpeculation, 
Are exceedingly apt your wiſe ſelves to deceive 
In the judgments you paſs on the daughters of Eve; 
And moſt when you reckon, in every tranſaction, 
One indelicate foible their ſole ſpring of action. 
My Lady Sophia you greatly miſtake; 
By nature ſhe's neither a prude nor a rake: 
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At preſent, I own, ſhe appears too demure; 
But though her heart's tender, her boſom is pure: © — 
To a ſtrong underſtanding ſhe makes no pretence, 
But has many mild virtues, and does not want cafe: 
Den. a , 
The foible of ſeeming ſupremely refin'd : \ 
But if I ſucceed, this ſlight fault ſhe will mend, 
And you'll find her a worthy agreegble friend. - 
-—, . Carey. © 
You et ler prey what. you think bt, 
But her caſe one ſpecific alone will admit. 
Believe me, whene'er a young widow's ſo prim, 
And by quaint affeQation' fo cramp'd in each limb. 
A new huſband alone, by his pliant embrace, 
Can reſtore her ſtarch'd form to its natural grace: 
Is this, wy fair Quackt the new dan you'e au? 
Frances | 
Indeed you hw hor may part of er plot; 3s 
3 95 0 


—_— 


| Caray: . ; 
This is ſome coy * my ben to ae 
And to keep the viſti d day of our wedding Rin diſtant. | 
Faancss. 
No ; in truth, by the aid of a ſecret aſſiſtant, 
I've a plan of great moment in agitation, 
Which may haves end all our various vexation: 
Allow me three days for its perfect digeſtion, | 
And if in that time you will aſk me no queſtion, 
| I promiſe thenceforth, without murmur or ſtrife, 
X e CF ORR nee wy ifs. 
| + Ganpy.-- 
1 Wan d es e ie bliſs; 
So allow me to ſeal the kind bond with a kiſs! 
Remember, three days; I can't add a day more, 
— IN005 Thane in Gurangn — 


Frances. 


A COMEDY, IN RHYME. _ 


 Faances, © z.. 
O they'll RY _—_ —mach amid + 
With the three rival Bards whom 10-day we thall 2 1. wp 
To whom wy fad couſin oblig d me to write 
For ſepulchral inſcriptions in praiſe. of her Knight: 
They have ſent each an epitaph hither before em, 
And are coming themſelves with all ſolemn decorum. 
As each, without conteſt, expects here the laurel, © © © 
On her Ladyſhip's judgment they'll probably * 
As you know the whole group, you muſt wait v chen. 
To ſootbe the Iraſcible ſans of the . 4 
. Caper, © 
As to Facil and oem, if they're hurt, ru engage 
That one glance of your eyes will extinguiſh their rage: 
| You will find them two chearful and good- humour d lads ; 
And, whether their Pegaſus gallops or pads, ö 
I will pleaſe ine, I own, if her Ladyſhip's Racks | 
May tend to recruit their declining finances 
But for ſplenetic Rumble, who, grandly obfard, 
Never ſpeaks without uſing a ſur-footed word, 
I care not how much he is mortified here. 
. - "PFaancrs.- -- : 
But the length of bis words hits ber Ladyſhip's eat. 
Caxkxv. 
lis ſtiff phraſes indeed may accord with her ſorrow, © 
Yet his ſpleen will infult her ere this time to-morrow ; 
For often he'll call, with quaint arrogant vanity, * 
Every head but his own the abode of inanity : 
Becauſe a great author's defects he has cau ght, 
He vainly pretends to his vigor of thoughglt?: 
Though, on ſimilar grounds, he as well might ſuppoſe, 
That, becauſe ſome dark ſpots may be ſeen on his noſe, 
His face * the luſtre and force of the ſun. 
Frances. v 
In our ha of Bards I am glad hed is one, 


af ah 
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For I'm curious, I own, the ſtrange elf to ſurvey ; 
Though I'm rather afraid of his wife, who, they fay, 
Reads all the rough verſes her huſband has penn d, 
Till ſhe ſtuns every ear ſhe can tempt a rare 
nnn, ks 
- Conny. Se $543 2 

I fancy theyre WA 

Forl think Pro the lum — in my ear. 
| Frances. 

No, vo; tis bet Ladyſhip, mightily ſmitten 
With the high-ſounding epitaph Rumble has written. 


"BN: Lady Sophia (reading). 
- Lady Sornmla.. . ih oF A 


oh This doleful r of duſt contains 
«« Sir Simon Sentiment's inert remains; Fs 5 
«© Though Death's cold ſtroke: infrigidate bis „kane, 
« Commerce reſounds bis emparetic name.” | 
Ab, my friends, here is verſe truly grand and basel 1 
How exceedingly fine is the word emporetic - 
Why, Carey! you ſeem quite untouch'd by its. beauty; 
Of friendſhip, I fear, you forget the laſt duty: _ - 
You two giddy creatures, though both tender-hearted, 
Think more of yourſelves than of my 1 . A 
CARE. 
As your Ladyſhip chuſes to preſs me ſo hard, 
I confeſs, though his memory till I regard. 
That my thoughts from Sir Simon will 33 roam; ; 
And I hope, when you've deck'd his funereal dome, 
Your Ladyſhip s mind may, by Nature's direction, 
Aſſume a more lively and chearful tens . 
That you U mix once again— 
Lapdy Sornta. 

Never, Carey! no never! 

No time 1 his grave * devotion ſhall ſever be; 1 
i r 
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In my eye the fond tear of remembrance ſhall ſwim, 
And each figh * _ foul ſhall be ſacred to him! 1 
42 Wine 2 
Conſider, demanding ! that cuſtom and reaſon. 
Preſcribe to our forrows a natutal ſeaſon ; 8 
You have mourn'd like a model of conjugal truth, 
Now attend to the alaims of your 175 and rd 
In the bloom of your graces—- 
2 Lor derb | 

ane Hold, hold, you wild dung! 
In your ſaney;/ I find, groſs ideas will ſpring ; 
'Tis the fault of you men ete I chaſtened his mind, 
My Sir Simon himſelf to that failing inclin'd : | 
But I taught him to change the looſe laugh of futility, 
For the ſweet melting tear of refin'd ſenſibility, | 
Till through his mild frame ſuch pure tenderneſs ran— 
To ſuch delicate ſoftneſs I brought the dear man- 
He would weep o'er the withering leaf of a roſe, © 
And ſmile at the thorn though it wounded his noſe.— 
Ah, my gentle Sir Simon! e 

Frances. 
Indeed, he was ſuch, 
That your thoughts cannot dwell on his i n too much. 
Lp Sor RHIIX. 
Your ſoothing, kind ſympathy charms me, my gear: a 
I now truſt you will wait till the end of next year 
Nor with Hymen's feſtivity, groſs and indecent, 
Proſane our chaſte ſorrow, ſo graceful and recent. 
Carey (Afide to Frances). 
How can you fo flatter her curſt affeQation 7 
Between ybu Pm really half mad with vexation. 
. Lapy Sor HII. 

As you, my good Art with ſuch ſeeling attend, 
When o'er the dear tomb of Sir Simon I bend, 


That 
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That your thoughts may not roam when. our duty we pay 
To that moſt. precious piece of inanimate cle, 
That you may not omit o er his aſhes to figh, - 
In conſidering what wedding-clozths you muſt ___ 
I've A, my dear, as | think-1t your due, 
To . you:; 
To wear it again I indeed am unable. 
And on earth while ] linger my gar ſhall be ſable. 

[Speaking to a Servant bebind the ſcene.] 
Jenny, bring in the cheſt that I bid you prepare. 

. FPFrancss (% to Carey). 

What d“ ye think of this fingular preſent ? 


Carty. 


| 0 rare! 
W eee without much. 45 e 316 
There might have been doubts had ſhe fixd upon grey: 
But a vow to wear black all the reſt of her life 
Is a ſtrong indication ſhe ll ſoon be a wife, - 
{Two Servants bring in a large Chef.] 
__  Lapy Sornia (to Frances). 
I have told you, my dear, that, tefin d in my joy, 
The array of affection I ne'er could deftroy: _ 
Theſe are garments uaſoil'd, that ] beg you to ke, 
Thus preſery'd for the conqueſt they help'd me to make. 
In the ſweet days of courtſhip theſe. garments ] wore, 
Vain memorials of pleaſure that now is no more! 
Of thoſe dear days of triumph you ll now ſee the trophy, 
When Sir Simon firſt call'd me angelical Sophy == _ 
The fond recollection ſubdues myſt beralt | | 
FANS. 
Dear Madam, forbear then to open the cheſt 4 
Lavy Sor RIA. 
No, 26; my. good giv; 1 will ſhew you the whole, 
And how colours expreſs'd yarious ſhades in my. ſap]. 3 
In ſoft varie 1 dove, 5 
And 1 by my dreſs the gradations of love. 
Here 
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Here is, firſt}, a cold brown —in this gown Ewas nice, 
And repell'd, my warm ſwain with nen of ice; 


But growing more ſoft, in this azure attire 
I allow d him with hope to enliven deſire; 
In this pale lilach luteſtring he found me relent; 
And this roſe-eolour'd' filk was the bluth of 1 
O I neer ſhall forget——- - 

9 1 (emering). 


To receive Mr. Rumble? 
84 | Canny. 
The Bard and his Muſe! 
. Sor HIA. 
No, not for the wealth that's below the chaſte moon, 
Till J meet all the Bards in the fable faloon : 
By his ſudden arrival Pm ſadly confounded, 


And ſhould faint if he ſaw me with colours ſurrounded! 
To Miſs Jaſper's apartment away with this cheſt — 


Dear Frances, and Carey, pray wait on my gueſt, 
Till my poor ſhatter'd nerves are a little compos d, 
And the freſh- bleeding wound of my boſom is clos'd. 


Stay, Gerrard. If cards ſhould be cad for te- night. | 


Place the new japann'd tables alone in my fight; 


Would 200 ASP PP | 


- © — ; 3 


Fot the pool of Quadrille fet the black-bugle diſh, £2 


And nnn A4 bring us the ebony fiſh. 
CExennt Lady on, word and Gerrird. 


| | --* - Faances:' FS 
What the Sine ſhalt Edo with the wife of che boet „ 


She may ruin my e if ſhe e happia to know it: 


She may Pry- 


C REV. - 
Nieser fas it1-Fit venture a wager 


That the rhymes of her baſband will fully engage ber: 


You have ſeen a proud Bamam crow over a pen, 
Where a ſinallegg has dtopt from his favorite ben, 


— 
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He crows and he flutters, and ſtruts round the yard: a 
Sa engroſs d by her joy is the wife of a Bard; iy” Oy 
And by fimilar buftle attention ſhe begs, © | 

And crows o'er. her partners poetical eggs. 

But here come little Partlet and old CIO" 3; 
Enter Mr. and Mrs. Rumble, <7 fm 
CA : | 
Mr. Rumble, I'm happy in ſeeing you here. 3 
Mrs. Rumble, —Miſs - Jaſper z—you know, M em „* 
brother | 
And you, Ladies, will ſoon be well known to . . 
M. RumsLE. 
Though we meet in the houſe of refined Jamentation 
In your preſence, I feel, Sir, ſome exhilaration; 
Since I in this ſpot as a ſtranger appear, 

I rejoice in a friend who domeſticates here, - - © 
My Lady is lodg'd in a ſumptuous manſion, | | 
And I'm'plea&d with her park's evaneſcent expanſion ; 
As my wife has a taſte for the grand and ſtupendous, 
Jam glad! complied with her wiſh to attend uus. 

C TE 
You have bad, Ma'em, 1 hope, an'agreeable ride "if 
Our proſpec̃ts are pleaſant on every fide, ro Sn 
And our roads are ſo good— n 
J 5 TE: 
| That you'll outer to learn 
We were Rope. on our iy by an odd overturn. 
Miss Jase8s.* | 
Indeed ! ee me. T hope that no harm 
Has enſued 64 from the accident, ſave your alarm— = 
But how could it happen? 3 
PR | Mas. RumsLe. 
| Sometimes, on the road, 
My * Mr. Rumble compoſes an ode ; 9 
For he ſays, in ſuch motion his fancy ſhines moſt: 
- And all true lyric poets, you know, travel poſt - 3 


But 


A coMEDT, IN-RHYME: - 23 


But a.chaiſe-boy, alas I is a ſad i ignoramus ; 3 
And the poor honeſt booby, whoſe blunder o ercame us, 
_ Miſtook a Pindarical ejaculation 
For a horrible, vulgar, profane execration, 
And, turning to ſtare at my dear Mr, Rumble, 
| Drove againſt a ſteep hillock, which gave us a a tumble. 
Miss JAs ER. 
A moſt cruel event l whence, I fear, we may loſe 
The unfortunate fruit of the terrified Muſe : 
Twas | indeed moſt unlucky ! | 
e 140. «- n. R. | 
Dear Ma'am, not at all: 
Such a genius is not to be cruſh'd by a fall; 
The accident brighten'd his fancy, and on it 
He gallantly gave me an amorous ſonnet, 
As 1 know you love verſe— 
Mx. RumsLe. 
Mrs. Rumble, 1 vow- 
This diſplay of my trifles I cannot allows; 
You for ever miſtake, to my endleſs vexation, 
Gay Levity's ſparkle for Wit's coruſcation, 
Mas. RumBLE.- , | 
Ah, you dear, modeſt man] in a-napkin you' 'd hide f 
The talent my love muſt contemplate with pride ; "Hb 
As Miſs Jaſper, I'm ſure, is a lady of taſte, 8 
She ſhall ſee ſome ſweet things that I pack d up in haſte, 
A few ſatires and odes 
[T: akes out an enormous FRF ee? Pufed with pot Rigg 
Ms. RouzLE. BER 
As you dread my Ars, 


Put up that red vols) Et 
ee Mas, Rub LE. 1 | 
What, bury my 7 treaſure C 
Indeed I muſt read o one PR compoſition... _ 


Mz. Bunz. gy I mg ER 


* 


uur, Rumble ! the part of a vife is fubmiſſion— 


Silly 


— +» 


pan er gre SET ney" > oO, 
* 


—— — — — en es. —— — — 
1 2 — — * — 
* 
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Silly woman! to whom for my fins ] am yok d, 


With pulveriz'd gravel you almoſt are choak- dj; 


And, fatigu'd with vehicular dilaceration, 


en METRE my verſes by rough recion. . 


Mus. Ruüun ES. 

No, indeed; ne me one an ebene, 

'Tis 06 favorite on. 
e "Ma. Ronnie. 0 cop 

As you grow ſo a 

To preſerve my own temper from exacerbation, - 

1 muſt * nne. 12 88 


. | 


Mas. RumBLe,  - 1 
Well, my Revs Lacke it to dos fitter time, 


And I kiſs the ſweet hand that has written fuck rhyme. 


Miss As. 
Your connubial . dear Ma am, 1 e 


But I'm ſure your fatigues ſome refreſhment require— 


Give me * to attend you. 
| a Mxs. Rumnrz. n, 
It gives me concern 
To mages you, Mam: bur hope to return 
Your obliging attention, ſo kind and polite, 


By a peep at a ſatire that neer ſaw the light, 
— [Exir Min Jaſper oirb Mrs. Runible, 


Cina. 
Mr. Rumble, you're bleſt in an excellent wife, © 
That ſuperlative prize in the lottry of life * 
The vow of the altar ſhe riſes above, 
And adds admiration to duty and love. | 
Mx. RomzLt, 
My with has, I think, the right feminine nerve : 
Her ſex was created to wonder and ſerve, 


As their minds have from nature no ponderous powers, 


CT OR A CARR Ing 2 % 
| Git, 


; 4 
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: Carry. 

O fie! contig ſo low? 5 a 
To our fair female authors pray think what we o-we. 

Ma. RunBLe. 
I cannot read one, Sir, without oſcitation: 
They don't underſtand-antithetic vibration ; 
Their ideas have nothing of height Ad proſundity, 
Their conceptions want vigor, their periods rotundity ; 
Their truth ĩs too- ſtale, or too feeble their fiction, 
And I cannot endure their anomalous' dition : 
But enough of theſe garrulous waſters of ink— 
Her Ladyſhip likes my inſcription, I think ; 
That lugubrious poem no critic ſhall garble, 
And, I rofl, you can ſhew it me graven on marble, 

| Can TJ. 

It vous pleaſe me to give you that pleaſure, dear Sir ; 
But, in truth; on this point there's a little demur, 
Her Ladyſhip means to conſult onthe caſe. 

Mx. Runs. 
What, Sir ! i is my poem expos d to diſgrace ? 
Her critical quacks does this woman engage. 
To flaſh mp found verſe with empirical ng 

+ Canny; i. + 
Believe me, good Sir, all the homage that 8 FR 
To poetical genius ſhe. offers to you 
But her Ladyſhip's love for Sir Simon is ſuch, 
She thinks that he cannot be honor'd en 
And, to give all his virtues their due celebration, 
She from diverſe poetieal pens of our nation” 
Has a cargo. of epitaphs. th 
Th Ma. 1 
Hah! it ſo! 

Are PEPE oor amr nl a 2 
This ſhould have been told me before; ;but no matter: 
. eee. * — laviſhly en, 


vet 
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Yet in funeral ſong they can't equal my tone ; 
Where Pope has miſearried, I triumph alone. 
Pray who are theſe Bards that with me are to cope ©. 3 * 
Cana: 
I think you're acquilnted with Facil and Tope. 
„ Mx.-RuwsLie.' 
What, Facil! whoſe verſe is the thread of corey 
That fellow diſtinguiſh'd by flippant fatuity, -- 
Who nonſenſe and rhyme can inceſſantly „ 
A n poetry s only a jingle. 
CARE. 8 | 
Poor Facil wants en 3 yet may frequently pleaſe ; 
By a light airy mixture of mirth and of eaſes 
But Trope's loſty muſe has a higher pretenſion. 
Mx. RUS. 
Sir !. Trope i is a rhymer devoid of i invention, 
Who talks in a high ſtrutting ſtyle of the ſtars, 
And the eagle of Jove, and the chariot of Mars 3 
And pompouſly tells, in elaborate lines, ; 
That now the moon gliſtens, and now the ſun ſhines; 
Caan r. | 
How ſevere, my pond fiend; are you Bards to e | 
Let if each would indulgently look on a Hs: 
For your general honor—  ' _ 7205 
Ma. RonTE. 2 1 9494; 0. 
I cannot agree 
That theſe fellows avs aught homogeneous with me 4 
To contend with ſuch: ſcribblers 1 deem a diſgrace, ' 
And my dignity bids me abandon the place: 
With her Ladyſhip's judgment I mean not to quarrel, 
But ſhall leave her to crown any monkey with laurel. 
' Carty. 
Mr. Rumble! 3 in points ſo exceedingly nice 
I do not preſume to obtrude my advice; 
But allow me to mention, before you depart, 
What may tend to encourage your liberal art. 
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Sir Simon, you know, had a paſſion for fame, 
And left a large ſum to eternize his name 
By ſome ftruQure of note; yet he never ſaid what: 
90 a grand Mauſoleum is rais d on this ſpot, 
At ſo vaſt an expence that my Lady, I find, 
Has ſurpaſt what the Knight for the building defign'd . 
The ſuperfluous coſt, be it great as it may, | 
From her own private purſe ſhe deſigns to defray ; 
Though an annual fund by the will is adjuſted, 
With the guidance of which ſhe is alfo 0 5 
But from this, as I hear, ſhe has form'd an intention 
To give the beſt epitaph-writer a penſion, | 
Ma RumsLe. 
Has ſhe ſo !—'tis a gracious, effulgent defign ; 
I proteſt, of her judgment I highly opine. 
Her face has been chiefly the ſubje& of praiſe; 1 
But a ſplendor of intellect now ſhe diſplays. 
I cannot abruptly depart from a ſcene 
Whoſe miſtreſs diſcovers the mind of a queen, 
Nor rudely deſert, though my time is precarious, 
A lady whoſe graces are ſo multifarious: 
But pray, leſt ſome puppy ſhould here circumvent me, 1605 
To her Ladyſhip can't you directly preſent me? 161 
Though | fear, ſince my fall, I am bardly ſo clean as Bs Wil 
A Bard ſhould be ſeen by a female Mzcenas. 
| Canxy., 
Never fear in your coat there is not ſo much duſt. 
As to blind the bright eye that to merit is juſt. | 
If you'll ſtep in this room, which is call'd the * 
And wait a few minutes, I'll ſpeedily follow, 
And acquaint you how ſoon we may hope for admiſſion ;j— 
My Lady loves form, in her preſent condition: 
To amuſe yourſelf there you'll, however, be able, 
For you'll find all the ont” 5 rang d on the table. 


j 
— 
7 
2 
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Mr. RumBLe. 
Are they ſo —it is well -I indeed e 
An inane poetaſter's i imme traſn. [8x 
Ca. = 
There I'll venture to leave the old cynical Rumble, 
The prey he has ſeiz d to growl over and mumble. 
If this Bard, whom my Lady regards as her dualing, 
Has infus'd in his brothers his talent of ſnarling, - - 
I chink ſhe will find little room to admire 
The harmony form d by her Lyrical Choir. 
But lol the Lind Muſe an example now 3 5 
That two mortals at once may be poets and friends. 
Enter Facil and Trope. | 
Carey, | 
My dear las of Parneffus } you're * together 
I am glad you affociate, like birds of a feather, 
That fook may not cry, Every Bard hates a brother, 
« And Poets, like Pike, are the prey of each other.” 
How fare ye, my friends? have you proſper'd of late? 
I hope each has tais'd his P an eſtate l 
In our laſt converfation I heard ye lament 
That your farms on the mountain produc'd a Jow rent. 
WW. 
In truth tis a niggardly ſoil, at the beſt, 
As I and my brother can truly atteſt; 
But with hopes of a new golden æra, my friend, 
Oa your patroneſs here we are come to attend : 
To encourage the arts ſhe has ſpitit and ſenſe, 
And we're told, my dear Carey, her wealth is immenſe, 
ROPE, | 
Ia fortune and ſoul ſhe's a queen, *tis agtced, 
And of geritus as fond as Chriſtina the Swede ; 
For the Public's dull tafte ſhe, we truſt, will e us, 
And make Str Poor Helicon rich as PaQtolus. 


Paci. 
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FaciL, 0 : 
Perhaps, my dear Carey, we owe to your care 
The favor of this truly liberal Fair: | 
Lou are, Goubtieſe, appriz'd that my Lady requirgg— 
| CARLY. 
I know the has paid dye tele to your lyres ; 72 
Yet, indeed, on that title no thanks can I claim; 
You're indebted alone to-your common friend, Fame: 
Her Ladyſhip knows with what ſpirit you write, 
And has begg'd your two Muſes to honor her Knight; 
And, I truſt, to your mutual advantage and joy, 
She'll reward the rare talents ſhe wiſh'd to employ. 
But be not too ſanguine :—I know how your Bards 
Build the fabric of Hope like a caſtle of cards: 
Entre nous, our good Lady i is odd in ber taſte, 
| Tho? her mind is, no doubt, with munificence grac'd ; 
Perhaps to one Bard ſhe')l be laviſhly kind, 
And appear to the other as utterly blind. 
Then let each be prepar'd. 
FaciL. | 
So we are, my good friend, 
And by mutual ſupport mall each other defend: 
To tell you a ſecret, we both wrote in haſte, 
And ſtrangers alike to her Ladyſhip's taſte ; 
But agreed, as our purſes are equally low, 
To divide what on either ſhe deigns to beſtow. 
CARE T. 
The compad® is friendly; 1 wiſh from wy bert 
That all who purſue the poetical art 
Would learn, from you two, their mean rage to ſuppreſi, 
And not rave at the fight of a rival's ſuoreſß. et: 
FACLL. 
There, indeed, they may copy from Trope and from me : 
From envy, thank Heaven ! we are happily free ; 
We rally each other as much as we pleaſe ;z— 
laugh at his figures—he laughs at my eaſe ; 


R2 | Yet 


246 THE MAUS OLEUMH: 


Vet with rancour we ne er try each other to hit, 
But value Benevolence far above Wit. 
The art we ſtill doat on has ruin'd us both ; 
Yet to quit the deceiver we're equally loth : 
From Commerce and Law we were led to retire 
By the ſplendid illuſions that wait on the Lyre 3 | 
And though each has obtain'd a fair portion'of praiſe, - 
We have no golden fruit in our chaplet of bays; | 
Still we look without ſpleen on our gains and our loſſes, 
Each — to the other by ſimilar croſſes. 85 
"Carry. -: 5 
In truth, my dear Bards, you're —— is rare: 
You're philoſophers both, and a ſingular pair: 
With what excellent temper I've heard you rehearſe 
A malicious burleſque of your innocent verſe! 6:50 
FaciL. | | 
O, with me e tis a rule not to quarrel with thoſe 
Who attack what I ſcribble in rhyme or in proſe; 
To ſkirmiſh with you, how unjuſt ſhoyld ] be, 
If, perchance, of my verſes you don't think with me; 
When, to tell you the truth, I'm ſo various an elf, 
I have twenty opinions about them myſelf! 
e 
What an honeſt confeſſion ! | 
Facir.' 8 
Tis perfectly true ; 
Vet my works, I muſt own, I too rarely review; 
And too quick in their birth are the brats of my brain: 5 
My Mule is no parent inur d to long pain, | 
Who dandles a rickety chit while it lives, 
And loves it the more for the trouble it gives ; 
She with lively diſpatch, like a provident mother, 
Soon as one child is born thinks of rearing another. 
But enough of a jade that is merely ideal; 1 
Let us talk of a female, kind, lovely, and Leal 3 ; : 
T 2 An 


Ic — - - 
"= 
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An inſpirer of ſomething much ſweeter than verſe, 
And, I hope, with a few thouſand pounds in her 3 2 
I allnde, my good friend, to Miſs Jaſper, your flame ; 
But, perhaps, ſhe no longer i is known by that name, 
And has wiſely exchang'd it for Carey, 

| ES: Canpy, 3 i 


Not ſo ; 3 
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The day of our — you'll certainly know, 


As I hope that your Muſe will the altar attend 

With a rapturous ode on the bliſs of your friend. 
FaciL, 

1 accept the gay office with infinite glee ;— 

But at preſent, I hope, the fair Nymph we ſhall ſee: 

Trope and I were the intimate friends of her brother ; 

What a genius was he!—lI ne'er knew ſuch another: 


At ſchool we firſt ſaw him his talent diſplay; | 
I remember he modell'd our figures in clay. 


The trade of a ſculptor we thought not his fate, 
But re he d have half of Sir Simon 8 eſtate} 
ny. 

So he would, had not Vellum's more provident care, 

When he made the Knight's will, nam d himſelf as his heir, 3 

My Lady, indeed, has the rents for her life, 

But to Vellum yields half if again ſhe's a wiſe; 

And if without iſſue her Ladyſhip dies, 

All this imple eſtate is old Latitat's prize. 

Fei. 

And what Gps poor Jaſper, that ſpirited lad 2? | 

Faith, I think ſych a will-might have driven. him * 12 

Though engag d by bis art, he, I'm ſure, muſt be nettled; 

But in Ruſſia, they ay, he is happily ſettled. 2 

Carty. 

When a generous mind has embrac'd a fine art, 

With Fortune's vain gifts it can readily part; 

From the world's dirty cares it detaches itſelf, 

To contend for a prize far ſuperior to pal ; Fe 
| d 


{ 


And looks with contempt (I am ſure that you feel it) 
Upon heart-har@ ning gold, and the villiins'who ſteal it. 
Ny pk ming, from — your friend has poſſeſt; 
And in Ruſſiu, I hear, he is bufy and nen: 
For a patroneſs there, of imperial fpirit, 
The —— Catherine; honors his merit. 

8 
I proteſt, in the different realms of the earth, 
2 — ke woman, to genjus and worth! 

| Thor. 
I wiſh you 12 I may a Catherine find 
In the widow whoſe Knight in on weh edfhrin'd! 
| PR. 

You pertinpe, my deat Carey, can tell us ſbme tiews': | 
| 4464 tr agen 'of our Moſk 

+ AREY. | 
One thing, my good friends, I can tell you at preſent, 


But I fear you'l1not think it exceediogly pleaſant ; 


Yet it's certainly fit you ſhonld — know it, 
And, indeed, emulation inſpirite a poe 


Nay, lob not fo grave tis a enl—thare all, 
A enndidate come at 1 call, | 
ACIL 


A rival! who is it: 

Trove. 

A ral! pray who? 

Carty. 
One, Ill venture to ſay, fully hagen te you two, 
hs 4 4p FR —"3<"I5 Fanaa_et 
You aueh dort mean che pedumical Rumble * 
| a; Carty... 
Even fol hut laag-winded: loud Stentor of ſong ; 
ON I eee . is ſtrong. 


Taors. 
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Txore. 
'Tis as firong and as knotty as Hercules club, 
And as rough as the roll of the old Cynic's tub. 
Cargy, 
Huſh ! huſh !—in this chamber the Bear is iaclos'd, 
Growling over the epitaphs you have compos d. 
FaciL. 
Is he fo !—introduce us. long to partake 
In the courteous remarks that his candor will make. 
Car. 
O, if ſuch is your wiſh, to our gueſt I'll preſent you; 
8 I fancy his comm na will quickly content you, 
ACIL, 
As for me, I defy him to give me vexation; 
And Trope will delight in ſome retaliation, 


End of ACT I. 
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4 e r 1 
SCENE IL 
MiG Jaſper and Gerrard. 


Miss Jas RA. 
RAY watch for my brother, and bring him * 
And let no one, good Gerrard, my viſitor ſee: 
On your faithful prudence I ſolely rely; 
We're undone if our gueſts ſhould his perſon eſpy : 
From all but ourſelves we muſt keep him unknown; 


And, if ſeen, he muſt paſs for a friend of your own. 
I depend on your prudence. 
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GerRranD. 

5 Dear Miſe, never fear; 

To do him any Pod I would watch for a year: 

Heaven knows, I have pray'd for him early and late, 

Since the old-lawyer robb'd him of this fine eſtate; - 

And would give all Tm worth could J get him his due. 

| Miss Jaye. 

Honeſt Gerrard ! I know we've a good friend i in you's : 

But look out for my brother—he'll want your alliſtance.. 

GEerrRanD. 
I think I ſhall know him at half a mile s diſtance. 
Miss JAsr ER. 
He'll be here ere you ſtir—prithee run to the gate. | 
_ _Gengrard, - 

Dear Miſs, you forget; I am paſt n "NAN 

But Pl make all the haſte that I can, for your ſake, 

And Ill pray for you both at each ſtep that I take. [ Exit. 

Miss JAs PER. 

That's a worthy old creature, though rather too ſlow ; 

He is truſty, and will not betray us, I know : 

But though he's ſecure, I ſtill ſhudder to think 

How my hopes in a moment to nothing may fink. 

As the criſis comey on, in a hazardous ſcheme, 

With what infinite terrors the fancy will teem !— 

In my hopes of the match I was ſanguine and hearty ; 

But I now have my fears in regard to each party. 

Should my Gentleman turn out too ſqueamith and coy, 

How vain the kind art I have deign'd to employ ! 

Should y Lady ſhew family-pride, at this ſeaſon, 

Tue depended in vain upon Nature and Reaſon, 

have ſtudied her well, and [ clearly deſcry _ 

She's deſtind again to the conjugal tie: 

In ſpite of the whims falſe refinement has taught ket, 

She is honeſt dame Nature's benevolent daughter: 

Though a truly good creature, in virtue ſo ftrong | 

* 5 not for hi world do a thing ſhe thinks wrong, 
Yet 
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Yet of ſuch yielding wax her ſoft boſom is form'd, 
It will melt in a moment, if properly warm d; 
Provided her fancy, affedtedly nice, 
Can delude her kind heart with ſome dainty 4b 
Some delicate plea for becoming a wife | 
To the youth, who conjures her to bleſs him for life. 
On this J have founded my whimfical plan, 
In hopes of producing this fortunate man: 
My brother, I know, has a paſſion for her; 
And ſhe ſoon to all men would his-perſon prefer. | 
But in my rapid project he will not be ſteady, 
Unleſs I perſuade him ſhe loves him atready ; 
For men rarely know, though of knowledge they re vain, 
By a well-manag'd minute how much they may gain. 
And ſhould he deteR the kind art I employ, £7 
Farewell to my hopes of their conjugal joy 
I yeſterday thought that my plan could not fail; 
Now I think 'twill be marvellous ſhould it prevail. — 
But away, cruel fears! hence, ye painful alarms ! 
I behold my dear brother reftor'd to my arms! 
Enter Jaſper. 
JAs ER. 


Heaven bleſs thee, dear Sir! N have 1 me once 


8 
In ſpite of my vow not to viſit this ſhore " 
And I joyfully fly, with affeQion's quick pace, 
To enfold thy kind heart in a brother's 2 
With that in my graſp, I true opulence feel, | 
And my wealth in this caſket. no lawyer can * 
| Miss JAS PER. ü 
If love and efteem may be reckon'd as treaſure, 
You indeed, my dear brother, are rich above meaſure! 
O how have Ilong'd all your feelings to learn! 
How ardently pray'd for your ſpeedy return! 
How often accus d your indignant delay! 
What a million of 1 had to _ — 1 
What 
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What queſtions to aſk !—and yet now you are come, 
The confuſion of joy has almoſt made me b 
Js E. | Th 
My tender, good girl —1 perceive you retain. 
All your lively ſenſations of pleaſure and pain.— 
But theſe tears will relieve you—don't check them,mydear; 
"Tis a tribute my heart is inclin'd to revere; 
All flattering language I prize them above, 
And hold them the trueſt expreſſion of love: 
And indeed, when I think what diſtreſs and regret 
Have harraſs'd your ſenſible mind fince we met; 
When I think bow, from ſordid ſelf-intereſt free, 
You forgot your o wrongs in attention to me; 
J feel tears of gratitude ready to ſtart, 
And confeſs my dear ſiſter the pride of my heart! 
Miss Jas ER. 
Vet, for life, you could talk of deſerting this alter! 
Jaseen. 

But ie ie when ſhe pleaded I could not reſiſt her 
When l firſt was inform d of old Vellum's vile fraud, 
In my rage I determin'd on living abroad: 
For Ruflia, you know, I departed from Rome; 
However, my dear, you may ſafely preſume 
Such an abſence from you I could never endure, 
Had you not brought me back by a different lure ; 
And my friends of the Law with your wiſhes — 
To make me return with the haſte you deſir d, 
As they give me ſome hopes of ſaon changing our fate, 
And regaining from Vellum the pilfer'd eſtate.— SE; 
But how fares my dear widow ? whoſe partial affeQion 
Seems kindled by ſome friendly angel's direction, 
'To redreſs half our wrongs, and defeat the old thief, 
Who impos'd on Sir Simon's too ſimple belief. 
A raſcal ! to feign a regard for my fame, ; 
And ſteal wy eftate, not to injure my nam. 

| * 2 6 e Ve 
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I thought not my couſin fo eaſy a fool: 


How the deuce could old Vellum fo make him his tool! 


For the Knight, on this plea, Ggn'd his will when in 
| health, 
Nor to ſpoil a great artiſt by giving me wealth.— 
But where's my kind widow ?—I long to — 
Miss Jasres: 
You muſt pardon a little demureneſs in dreſs, 
Not expect her, though you to all men the preſers, 
To fly into o your arms. 
Is ER. 
No; let me fly to her's. 
Miss Jas EX. 
Not ſo faſt, my gear brother; ; you ſurely forget 
By what vigilant enemies we are beſet! 
Should Vellum, whoſe ſpies are now under this roof, 
And againſt whoſe vile art no affection is proof, 
Should he get the leaſt hint of my Lady's attachment, 
He would rage like the wolf in that new-puinted hatch- 
- ment; 
Your mutual regard he would ſet at defiance, 
And move earth and hell to prevent your alliance. 
 Jasyrex. 
Would he fo ?—By my faith, as the widow's fo kind, 
| care not what miſchiefs may lurk in his mind; 
Not a legion of imps, by a lawyer inſtructed, 
Shall mar the ſweet buſineſs her heart has conduQed.— 
But has ſhe qui: e hid her connubial deſign ? 
by the rogue no ſurmiſe ſhe will ſhortly be mine ? 
Miss Jas ER. 
* not any. | 
JAS PER. | 
Well manag'd, my dear fairy elf! 
Miss JAS EEX. 
To fay truth, tis a ſecret not known to herſelf, 
Jasezn, 


To herſelf |—am ] Tous then ? | Miss 
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Miss JasPgR. - 
Dear brother, | be cool... 
| Ja _ Kg; no 
Have you Gas for me home, but to make me 2 « fool Y 
_ - . Miss JAse RER. | 
No indeed! but to + you moſt v * lis, . 
And give you a lovely and excellent wife; 
In fo ſerious a point could you think that I jeſted ?— 
Have you purchas'd the licence wy letter W 7 
IasrEx. 3 
Hee i it is—and our folly will finely expoſe, 
If the fair one eſcapes whom this chain ſhould incloſe, 
Miss Jasrer. | 
Implicitly.truft to my care as your guide, 
And ere „ perhaps, you may claſp a kind bride. 
JasrER + 
You teaze me, dear girl! with nch whicofical pain; * 
But I beg that you Il clearly theſe riddles explain. 
I fear you have form'd ſome nonſepfical. p let 3. 
Has the Widow declar'd ſhe will have me, or not 1 
Shs Jaanaact og, <5..; 
Dear brother ! indulge me with patient attention, 
And our true ſituation I'll honeſtly mention: 
But, however my project may ſtrike you at firſt, 7 
Into rage and deſpair do not baſuly burſt; 
| To be bold in ſuch points is, in truth, to be wiſe, 
And a widow's a fort to be won by ſurprize. | 
Jaserx.: 
So ſhe has not engag'd, then, to give me her hand 7 
MIss Jas ER. 
Have patience l her ſtate you ſhall ſoon underſtand. 
That ſhe loves you, I know; and with innocent art 
] have-cherith's the paſſion till hid in her heart: 
For the fancies, good creature! that, ſafe from love * 
flaſhes, | 
She” 8 devoted her life to dir Simon's cold — 


— 
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You know, ſhe affeQs to be highly refin'd: 
Anda project Pve built on this caſt of her mind, 
Which, if you 'I obey me, I'll venture my life, 
Like a ſtroke of true magic, will make her your wife, 
And before wy foul « can een our intention. 

© Jaeen. | 
Well, my girl ] 400 pray what is your magic invention! A 

Miss Jasre. 

You muſt know, ſhe believes that you only return 
To oblige her, by gracing Sir Simon's rich urn: 
She thinks the Czarina, on this one condition, 


That you travel incog. gives you her kind permiſſion; 


And her Ladyſhip's mind I have fill'd with theſe notions, 
As they form an excuſe for concealing your motions : 


So ſhe hopes from your hand, with the higheſt delight, 


To behold a fine ſtatue of her noble Knight. 
Now, Sir Simon and you have been thought much alike ; 
And, to make the reſemblance more forcibly ſtrike, * 
I mean to array you, her heart to entrap, 
In his blue ſattin night-gown and red velvet cap 3 
The dreſs which, to humour his elegant Fair, 
The courteous old Cit was contented to wear. 
\ Jaspen. | 
And is mia your fine plan you impertinent ade 2 
Dreſs me up as the Punch of a dull maſquerade! 
Miss Jasrer, 
Have patience !—my ſcheme muſt ſurprize you, no doubt, 
Yet I think you I applaud, if you hear it Os 
And if you have ſpirit I know twill ſucceed. 
Jasyer. 
To play the dead man—a fine project, indeed J 
Miss -JasreR, | 
Nay, but hear me!=your actions I will not controul. 
{2 | 


Well you ve made me an idiot; ſo tell t me 1 . | 


MISS 
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Miss JAsPER. | 
No ! Te taught you to make yourſelf all you inks, 
If you will but reſtrain this intemperate fire.— | 
Come, attend to my plot: Vou fond ereatures ſnall mest 
In the new Mauſoleum, that penſive retreat; 
On a pedeſtal there you your perſon muſt place, 
To ſhew how a ſtatue the building may grace: 
To behold you fo fixt I'll my Lady prepare: 
She'll be ſtruck ia ſurveying your ſigure and air; 
She with tender ſurprize will your features review, 
And fancy ſhe ſees her Sir Simon in you: 
Then ſpring from your pedeſtal, ſeixe her ſweet charms, 
And ſwear as you fold her ſoft heart in your arms, 
You are like her Sir Simon in foul as in form 
That your heart towards her is as tenderly warm; 
You may add in & viſion he bade you direct her 
To take you for life as her legal protector, 
And, to make her chaſte love to his memory known, 
Chuſe his living reſemblance before one of ſtone 
There's a promiling ſcheme for a widow's relief! 
Jasran, 
Set woman to woman, as thief to catch thief! 
I confeſs in your plot there is ſpirit and ſou] ; 
On her governing foible you ve grounded the whole ; E” 
And rapid ſuceeſs might attend on your plan, 
But for puppet-ſhew courtſhip I am not the man: 
I poſſeſs not the face that your ſtratagem needs, 
For ſo bold a n attack on a widow in weeds 
And I feel ſomereluRance, in truth at my heart, 
To ſuch an appearance of fraudulent art. 
Miss JasTEA. 
Away, my dear brother, with ſeruples like theſe ! 
Of the amorous heart doubt's a common diſeaſe, 
But one that wy counſels may ſpeedily cure: 
You beth love each otber—your meaning is pure - 
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The gentle Sophia you 'll tenderly treat, 
Her form is enchanting, her temper is ſweet ; 
And if your odd courtſhip appears like a jeſt, 
In your marriage, I'm ſare, you'll be equally bleſt: 
Without it, indeed, our fair friend is undone, 
For old Vellum intends that the coxcomb his ſon, 
When he comes from his travels But ſomebody's near; 
A ſudden ſurprize in this quarter I fear, -- 
Let us haſte to my room I muſt ſchool you above: 
And you'll act as | wiſh if you've one ſpark of love. 
If I find you have not—1 ſhall honeſtly ſay, 5 
Vov muſt give up the part that I meant you to play. 


[Exeunt haſtily, 
Enter Lady Sophia with Papers in ber band ene by 
arey. 
LD Sornta, 


Unfold the great doors of the ſable ſaloon, 

[The Scene opens, and diſcovers a large Apart- 
ment, with a black velvet Pavilion. ] 

At the thoughts of. this buſineſs I'm ready to ſwoon! 

But you, my good Carey, will leſſen my pain, 

And aid-my weak nerves the ſad ſcene to ſuſtain; 

As my Gentleman-uſher you Il kindly attend, 

And bring the three Bards to an audience, my friend: 

I ſhall fit to receive them beneath my pavilion. 

To repay their ſweet verſe I could wiſh ſor a million; 

But I think that each Bard will be pleas d with his lot: 

So briag them—Stay, Carey, one thing I've forgot ; 

But now 'tis too late for my purpoſe, I fear; 

I meant to have order'd the horus to be here, 

With a little ſoft muſic theſe rites to begin, 

And to ſound a dead march as the Poets walk i in. 

| 1 BE 16223 

Dear Madam, their verſes will want no ſuch aid * 

Let me haſte to preſent them.—Fantaſtical jade! 


| [Afide, as 2 


Lady 
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Lb Sor RIA. 
( ſeating berſelf under the Pavilion, and looking ove 
' the Papers in ber band). 25 
From theſe epitaphs, thus, I may happily ' borrow - 
The parts that moſt flatter my delicate ſorrow; 
And while in one piece I harmoniouſly blend 
Four lines from each poem theſe authors have penn! 'd,. 
I am pleas'd that on them no vexation can fall, . 
That I ſhall not hurt one, and muſt gratify 2 . 
But the Geniuſes come. | 
Enter Carey, introducing Rumble, Facil, and Trope, who 
advance with profound Boos towards the Pavilion. 
LI Sor RIA. 
Ve kind friends to my N — 
Who W your fine parts in affliction's relief; 
My mournful diſtreſs by your talents ye calm, 
And my dear loſt Sir Simon your verſes embalm. 
As I ought, let me firſt Mr. Rumble addreſs : 
What I owe to you, Sir, I can never expreſs, .. 
Yet the force of your pen let my gratitude mention. 
Runge (afide). 
] perceive ſhe lb ſenſe—and Im ſure of the penn 
'Lavy Sorutra. 


In my choice I have done equal juſtice, I hope, 


To you, Mr. Facil—and you, Mr. Trope: 
From your various productions twelve Votes 1 chuſe, 


And I blend the rich ſweets of each different Muſe ; 


Thus a wteath is completed to deck the dear ſhrine, | 
And to honor Sir Simon three Poets combine. 
Here you'll ſee how T've YE Re this nice combination. 
[Diftributing a ' paper to each, 
 RomsLe. | 
I proteſt l can't uffer this conglomeration 


Of ner and brick ! this anomalous jumble! 


Caxty (in a whiſper to Rumble). 


Remember the penſion, my good Mr. Rumble! 


- © =o 33> , pa | 5 RUMBLE. 
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1 RomsLe. 3 

Sir ! my admurmurations ſhall loudly be heard! 
I've a right to exclaim that my Lady's abſurd : 

In her cap ſhe as well might conquaſſate together 

Thedown ol green geeſe and an oftrich's feather. | 
| . "Facit. 5 Rs 
Ichink, Mr. Rumble, my Lady diſplays 
The moſt dexterous art in uniting our lays: 
Your elder Muſe firſt, like the waggon of Night, 
Moves ſolemn and grand ;—like the chariot of Light, 
Airy Trope then advances, with different pace; 
And, like ;Twilight, between you I find my right place. 
RomBLE. 
Remember, young man ! while his ſplendor you brag on, 
That rich Ponderofity rides in a waggon.— | 
But I will not deſcend to a vile conteſtation ; 
Our minds were not faſhion'd for reciprocation. 
My Lady I pardon, on this one condition, 
That ſne quickly proceeds to a decompoſition: 
She may chuſe of our epitaphs which ſhe thinks fits 
But a mixture ſo monſtrous I will not admit. _ 
She as well with her ſeiſſars might haſtily ſnip 
From different portraits the eye, noſe, and lip, 
And think that her needle accompliſh'd great matters, 
y compacting a face of the diſcrepant tatters. 
"Lady SO0r HII. 

O mercy -Aear Sir, pray this buſineſs adjuſt, | 
And do not diſturb my Sir Simon's calm duſt! | 
If a ſquabble concerning his tomb you excite,” 
I am ſure his dear ſpirit will haunt us to-night : 
I feel in this terror new anguiſh ariſe, 

And a freſh flood of ſorrgw ſwells into my eyes! ! 
| Carey (afide to Rumble). 
Mr. Rumble! I fear if you do not ſubmit, 
My Lady will have an hyſterical fit, 


8 RuMpLE 
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RUMBLE, 
Sir ! in points that my credit and honor involve, -  -.. 
A few drops of ſalt · water won't melt 1 2 Dr 
3 FaciL (afide to Carey.) 
I proteſt, though fantaſtic I own ſhe appears, - 
] can not bear the fight of ſuch beauty in dean; 


* - 


And as I perceive ſhe is really diftreſt, OG oh ; — 
Pil at once put an end to the ſtrife in — . 
[Te Lady Sophia. . "on 


Dear Madam! that you on this point may not grieve, 
And your delicate mind from all doubt. to..ralieye, 18 
Let me and my friend our pretenſions reſignn. 
And leave one ſingle Bard to embelliſh the ſhrine 3. - 
We beg that alone Mr. Rumble may bear: 5h 
The honor he thinks that we ought not 20 ſhare, - 
; Cant. , „ 5 f 

No, no, my good friend i you te too — indeed! 
I've a plan for ye: all, that I truſt will ſucceed. 

or 
What is it, good Carey? I wiſh to purſue 5 
Some happy expedient ſuggeſted by you. 

\ 2. GAREY,. = S 
At Mecca, dear Mam, ſeven poems, we. re "6 wg 
Oer the Prophets rich tomb were ſuſpended in gold 4 41 
Now, let three wortby Bards each an elegy write, 


And ſuſpend all their works. o'er the tomb of your Wan 


Lor Sor gig. EH 
O charming 22 thought is enchantingly fine "= 
Mr. Rumble] I hope you applaud his deſign ? 

RunBLE,. | .. 

From this propoſition I will not revolt, 
Though my young rivals pride i — may ſerve to exalt ; 3 
Of the honor you do them I will not be jealous : 
But II teach the agents | to revere an Entellus. 


Gs 
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LD Sola. 
Well, I hope what has paſt will be kindly forgot, / 
And that now'yau Il all deign to'compoſe on the "OA 
I commend, my good Carey, the Bards to your care, 
Entertain them; I beg, with the choiceſt of fate: 
And, as it grows late, you ouſt leave me, my friend, 
In affliQion's chaſte tires my lone evening to ſpend.— 
Farewell, worthy Sirs you now leave me to ſorrow, 
But _ to enn vou at dinner to-morrow. 
"Gunny: DET RA 
Come, my friends 1 now permit me to be your director. — 
Mr. Rumble, Rack Punch is your genuine nectar; 
As the night's coming on, I'll prepare the rich bowl, 
That ſhall give to'you Poets freſh vigour of ſoul ; | 
For the Muſe with new force, like the flying-fiſh, ſprings, 
* the ſtoops for rhe purpoſe of wetting her wings. 
[Exit Carey, with Rumble, Facil, and Trope. 
LAP 80 HII a ne. 
I am glad we have ſooth'd Mr. Rumble's chagrin! _ 
Enter Miſs Jaſper. 
LDY Sor RIA. 5 
O, my ae with the Poets I Ve had ſuch a Fe 3 
They have ſhaken my nerves to that cruel degree, 5 
I ſhall hee all night like a poor aſpen-tree. 3 
EL Miss Jasren. : 
My tiogs new life in your heart will infuſe ; 
The-yourg 1 221.5.) wes 
: Lovy Sorta. 2 
That, indeed, is ſweet news ! 
Then i in effigy * J ſhalt claſp my dear Knight 1 
1 the block too provided and perfectly white? 
Of the true Parian marble; I truſt, he will mold 
The ſtares" —_ doſom ſo pants to behold. 
Miss Jas ER. 
1 are 7855 the buſineſs engages his heart, 
And you'll fee a fine work from his exquiſite art. 
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To my brother already the vault I have ſhewn; tt 
And of attitudes there he is thinking alone, — 
As I mean to conceal his arrival at home. 
We wok by the paſs under ground to the hows. 
LapriSornta, | 
We vill join hich, Gent Fang, and go the nen. . 
I lopg at the tomb my devotions to pay; Mn 
To hear how your brother's. fine fancy and fin. 
With new decorations the ſtructure may fill, 
Aud to ee hn what poſture de Re may had. 
Miss Jasr e 
Let us gombe'll be happy to kiſs your fair hand. 
2 N ae 
[The Scene changes to the 45 of arent Mauſoleum ; 
. on one fide, & large oblong Tomb of aubite marble, onthe 
other, ſome fieps aſcending from a ſubterraneous paſſage. 
6 ET RU en 
ASPER «17 
What a part bas my fiſter induced me to play! 
I with Hens the ſhone T-conkd well tip rms | 
I ſhall never ſucceed—ſurely love was ne er made, 
Since the days of old Jove, in ſuch odd maſquerade. 
I ſcarce know myſelf, in this whimſical plight, 
But I fancy I look very like the old Knight: | 
Yet if you, my fweet Widow, incline to my plan, 07 
This image will beat the original man. * 
Gad ! I hope ſhe won't fancy I'm really bis ghoſt — 
But I hear them below I muſt leap to my poſt. - 
[Jaſper pluces himſelf in a firiking attitude on the 
top of the marble Tomb, wobile Lady Sophia and 
Miſs Jaſper aſcend mn from —_— 
_ * neampaſſage.] ! 
Lady Sormia (farting). 
O mercy !—what phantom amazes my fight! - 
Has the graveto —_ a back the dear Kight — 
Tis 


= 
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"Tis himſelf I perceive—ti tis no fanciful dream? - 
O, I faint . [Falls on the arm of Miſs Jaſper. 
In to Lady. Sophia in great agitation, and 
ſpeaks at the ſame time 10 Miſs Jaſper.] 
| See the end of your pitiful ſcheme |! 
As I live, her fond fears have ſuſpended her breath 
And I've frighten'd the delicate creature to death! 
Miss Jaseen ; 
Never fear, ſimple Charles! you will not loſe your ie: — 
Lou underſtand marble much better than fe! 
Lany Sor RIA (reviving). 
Where am I 0, pray Sir, are you Mr. Jaſper? 
Miss JAsrER (whiſpering ber brother). 
as ydir Arca, you poor fimpleton ! haſten 16 dſp her! — 
If you ſtand ſo confounded, bow can you ſucceed ? 
Thall Preſently think you a ſtatue! indeed! 
Jasetn (to Lady Sophia). 
How fare you, dear Lady ?—tis true that you | Y 
Your devoted affectionate Jaſper in me: * 
Of your beauty my heart has long felt the ede. 
In chaſte admiration and tender „„ 
No licentious defign with my paſſion could mingle; 
But the very firſt moment I heard you were ſingle, 
All my foreign purſuits I reſoly'd to diſclaims — 
For your ſmiles are to me more attractive than fame. 
Though the wintry ocean was roaring, between us, 
My love, with fond hope in the favor of Venus, 
Bade me croſs the rough deep, and, diſdaining Sheena: 
Fly" with ſpeed to the diftant delight of my foul! 
5 LAY SorHIA, 
How like my Sir Sion | in perſon and air 
The mild turn of his lip, and his eye to a hair? 
i IJsrPER. 
O think not ahe likeneſy lies only in feature! 
IVVe his ſoul, heart, and paſſions, my ſweet, lovely crea- 
ture | ; 
n 
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In me, then, O fancy you ſee him reftor'd 1. 


And with fondneſs connubial be lov'd and ador'd! © | 


Inſtead of a ſenſeleſs, col image of ſtove, 
Make his living refemblance for, ever your own! © 
A oft ſtatue of wax in your hand I will prove, 


You” * mold me to all the chaſte fancies of love.” l 


© 21: Joagy Sor RIA. 
1 rates? your idea ig ſweetly refin'd, | 
To delight the pure warmth. of à delicate mind 
I could wiſh ſuch a likeneſe to keep in my view, 
And for ever contemplate Sir Simon in you: 


But, though the mere offspring of tender ſenſation, + 
Such a wiſh would be reckon'd a groſs inclination ; © 


— 


And ty ſure I ſhould die at that horrid — WS 


 Jas»zx (embracing ber). 
Dear angel! no r ſhall thy purity queſtion, 
- 1 


DY Sor nia. 
0 Charles ! to.my boſom you give ſuch a _—_ 
All my reaſons againſt-you-I want 1 10 to utter. 
. Js E- Ga 
By the eloquent glance of that dear 8 
Wich my delicate. purpoſe I know you'll — bs 
Miss Jas. 


| Huſk! hut! I have beard ſome one ſtep 1 hag the e door ; 


Pray be ill, till the coaſt I can clearly explore. 


Lavy SornHia. 


Oy flars! ſhould my people diſcover at home. 


That at night I converſe with a man in this dome— 


Miss Jasres. 


Haſte! away! 1 * ground yon muſt * retreat. | 


3 ER (taking up ny 1 8 in od 1 8 


ome, enge in wy arms! 


Livy Ser 


Don't 3 feel my 8 beat 


4 Bf 3 | JasrEx. 
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So does mine, lovely creature! my ſoul i is on fire. 
: Lapr Sora. 18 
But 1 never can 3 to your ſenſual deſire. 


1 1 . I of 23 


Carer. 
(ſpeaking without the great door Fe the Mauſoleum.) 
Miſs Jaſper! Miſs. Jafper!. pray, are you within? 
Miss Jas ER (opening the door)... 
Is it you, Sir, who make ſo uncivil a din ?— = 
Pray what is the cauſe of this ſudden intruſion? _ * 
Have your Poets produc'd a new ſcene. of confuſion ? _ 
Ca > NEE 
Gerrard fays you have lock d up the key of the Rack, 
So to give-the Bards punch. be 0 kind to come back. 
Come, we W 4 
5 Miss 1 AsrER. 
The deuce take TATE badi potion ! 
You bave Pads * poor Lady's noctur nal een . 
How forgetful old Gerrard is ſuddenly grown! E. 
He has, ſurely, the key in ſome dra wr of bis. own. 
But you jelt. Get you gone I muſt haſten to her. 
- . Caxey,. „ Tn 3s 
But without-a ow kiſſes indeed I ſhan't Ur. | 
Miss JssER. | 
Piſh |—conſenſe!——make haſte then—T'ye no time to ſpare. 
| Canpy,. e 
Can't t. ven give me ſome minutes, my * buſy Fair ? 
Miss JaspeR. _ — 72 7 
No, in truth“ not a moment; my hurry i is pn | 
Meet me here in the morning preciſcly.at "| AE 
And perhaps [ may make vou ſome W amends. 
5 N 


2%} 


—-- ww 


oy » * * 1 9 


7 


| Canvy, 
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| Carne: 
| Len though, ike lovers end friends x 
Idee this ert in Nene. 5 
| | * 1 9 
- Good-ni 


night? 
To-morrow, I bope, mill bring wonders to light! 
s JON by, tons was. 


 Endof ACT Dior * t is 
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SCENE I. The Mauſoleum. 
ntes nter Trope with Facil | laughing. 
= wy 7161 Lact er ese, ts 6 gel 


eee 
But what wie, dear Fl, j ll he hole? wg. 
e n - * -— | a Bp 
So I will, when a little calm breath len deep = 
re I We ne” TT 
3 Trove, . ene K l 
| Feen ö 
Why; Rumble: Tnow fre 115 land 
With t his garments half-button'd, nee, 
e oo: 4ot. arms. 
Txorz. 
What the dence do 2 
In an odd wanton frolic has Rumble been ſeen 
To an Abigail's room did the old Bard repair ? 5 


47 iF * 


_— 


Facir. 
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|  FaCik. | 

No, no, I'll relate:to you all the affair.— ho | 

You muſt know that our. punch had ſo heated my brain, 

That to ſleep half the night I endeavour'd in vain 

But was juſt in a flumber, between three and four, 

When a half-array'd figure threw open my door: * 

»Twas a poor trembling damſel, who haſtily ſaid, 

« Riſe! riſe! or you'll ſurely be burnt in your bed! 

And I heard Rumble's voice thrice repeat the word 
<ranl-: 

But as that dreadful word was ſoon follow'd by << lanai? ” 


I perceiv'd the good girl, I now held by the arm, 
Had miſtaken his verſe for a cry of alarm, * 


= Trove. 4s” 
Very 8 !—he has often theſe ſtarts in the vight 
But | how did ou calm the poor girl in her fright ? ? 
n 

The wild little wench, like-a poor frighted hare, 
Knew not which way to run, and did nothing but ſtare; 5 
When, holding the door of my chamber a-jat, 
We perceiv'd, by the aid of the bright ——— 
The old Bard, who of liquor had taken his fill, 
Sally forth from his quarters in odd diſhabille ; 
With punch and with poetry heated, he ſwaggers, 9g 
And reels down the ſtairs, like a horſe in the ſtagpers, 
Repeating with emphaſis, ſeveral times, 
The unfortunate word in his dangerous rhymes ; 
And the girl, who now ſaw her miſtake very clear, 
* in ſpite of her ſhame, at the ſource of her fear. 

„ ese * 
And you, I ſuppoſe, when her terror was fled; | 
Tavght her bloom to revive iy dhe warmth of your bed? 

Face 6 

No, ideen 3 had "EE: panic been only affected, 
I perhaps had been fookſh, as. you baus ſuſpected; __ 
2 ut 
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But her fear and her modeſty both were ſo true 
That they OY: regard, and the ſafely wi 5 U 

| Wan... WS 
But where's our friend Rumble? 

 Eaciz. | 

O, nobody knows. ak «$4 
| . 155 ot 
| To fore thay re retreat t he is gone to compoſe. „ 7 

£475 F 14 
On * ne perkaps, like a bird he may PU 3 
He conſiders keen air as a friend to his wit. = : 
It would not ſurprize me this pheenix to ſee 
Oddly perch'd on a bough of an old lofty tree: 
For he thinks he writes beſt when he's neareſt to en 
But hel ſoon want hin breakfaſt tis much after ſeven. 


Torr. er 
Hark! what 1 that noſe like the woodman' 8 jd froke? 
* 'Facrr. ; ; 


As I live, it is Rumble in yon ſhatter'd-oak ! © 
Don't you ſee where he's fitting aftride-on' . 
He bas crack d nn lind by the weight of 10 


Ae 6 ; 

501, 1555 3 DD 29 . 

I believe be 8 kw 1—ſhall ee bing 0. 0 pad rat! 

Leſt he chance in his wes was to . bag? tal. 
Aci. 2 | 


E 


Never feur — bebe je one to take cate of 5 fe, 1 
— the cage our Brobdignag baby, this vie. 
h Enter Mrs. Rumble, Baff. e 
Mas. Run. 
pray, Gentlemen, where is my dear Mir: Rumble *' 
- Thave news for you Poets, to make you all gumble l- 
But where is my _—_— l ſeek him in haſte. * 
Facit: : 2 
Dear wean! e with Gogular tate 


Prom 
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From the ſoft arms of Beauty he ſtrangely has fled, 
To embrace the rough limbs of an oak in their ſtead !— 
On that bough you may ſee him, 
Msxs. Ruud SLZ. 
Ah! TEEN man! 
He will venture his life, let me ſay what I can. 
Jam ſure ſome miſchance will his genius o'erwhelm, 
T'other day he fell down from the top of an elm.— 
Mr. Rumble: take care Mr. Rumble, ml dear ! 
Fact. 
In this caſe myndbar Madam, you've. nockjas: to fear. 
Behold ! *tis an incident only for mitt, 
For the * gently falling conſigns him to earth. 
0 Eb Mns. Nee 
* — he; is landed! ys 
_ Rumble, Cee bimſelf and a yawning. 
: adorn | ks. RUMBLE, 
My dear Mr. Rumble! 
It is well you have met with ſo eaſy a tumble: | 
] wiſh that your fancy was not ſo romantic z -  - 
All the people will think you are perfectly frantic 
RuMBLE. . 
Peace, woman !—T care not for idle in, 
I have had a ſuperb elegiacal viſion:: 
Homer ſays, with great truth, Onar ek dios ef? 7 
Mas. RumsLe. | 
On firſt waking, my dear, you are apt to be teſy; 
But l'm glad if the Muſe has been kind to your ſlumbers, 
And I hope we ſhall hear your- mellifiuous numbers. 
 RumgyLe. - 
In my Ao Pye compos d, and with clear continuity, 
Such emollient, verſe for the grief of, viduity, 
'Twould haye ſooth' d the fad reli& of old king Mauſolus? 
Mas. RumBLE. 


['Y our r paſſiqns the Nine may have charms to control 55 ; 
2 1 ut 
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But your Muſe, Fm afraid, might as well have miſtartied, 
For the lady you praiſe as u widow is married! | : 
RUMBLE. N 
Peace, woman ! r crazy! 7 
Fs 8 
How! matried, cr atm? 
 Mxs. RomBte. | ah 
Ay, TTY as 1 as we're chil8ten of Adam. 
Vou know, Sir, rich folks, with a Hcence, have 
To marty without the eanohienl hour; 
And, leaving her gueſts o'er their punch to caroule, 
My Lady at r Teceiv'd a new ' ſpouſe. | 
RunzTE. * 
Mrs. Rumble, ] fear! tis our punch chat has vred | 
Theſe nuptial phantaſma's in your giddy head: 
Yourftory has: nothing of ee 585 
Mas. Rowyty. | 8. 
Mr. Rumble, you always will doubt my I 
But I deal not in fiftion,- although a Bard's wife 1 
On the truth of this ſeeret I'd venture my Hfe: 5 
From one of the houfe-maids I happen d to worm it, 
And here comes a gentleman” Who will confirm it. 
-  Eaiif Curey, © 
Ms. RumsLE. 
Your voice, Mr. Carey, will prove I am right ; ; 
Pray was not her Ladyſhip married'laſt night? 
Caxnty. | 
Dear Madam ! your 13 hardly be ſerious. 1 
Mas. RunzLx. 
1 am ſure ſhe was wed, though the wedding: myſterious 
© Carney. 
Do you really believe i ?—dear Madam, to whom? 
It muſt be to one of theſe Bards, or a groom : 
. For, excepting ourſelves and the men of her train, 
Not a male ne this Ane inſt 1 entertain: | 


But 
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But whence your conjeQure? on what is it grounded 2 
„ RouMBLE. 
Silly woman 1 I tell you your brain is confounded ; 
But I think we may gueſs, from your dream of this fact, 
How in widowhood you will be tempted to act; 
I ſuppoſe, when I've finiſh'd-my ſcene of mortality, 
However you ſorrow in ſhew and verbality, 
You ſoon will renounce. all your dignified gravity ; 
And, entic'd by ſome bellman's poetical ſuavity, 
Go to church with a fellow who deigns to rehearſe 
A quatraly. on your charms in his annual verſe. 
Mas. RumBLe. 
O you barbarous man! by ſo cruel a jeſt 
Would you. wound the chaſte love of ſo tender a breaſt ? 
You know me too well to believe what you fay.— 
Thank my ſtars! here's an evidence coming this way; 
And 88 fee truth and Juſtice are both on my fide. 
| Mas. Roti (baftiy). 
Mis igel Pray is not my Lady a Bride? 
Miss Jas ER. 2 
You are right, ay dear Madam. . 
an. 8 | 
It cannot be real ! 2 
Ar reg N88 a 7 
From you Bards I requeſt a ſublime . 
Tuaor E. 
So ſuddenly munied!.. eff 
Fa ct. f 
* * certainly joke, + . 
Miss Jasyes. 
A word of more truth in niy life I ne er poke. 
„ Hans N 
Whar q ye mean, a, my dear Fanny? pray do not cecene us, 
Mas. Run BEL. 
What ele, Madam! they-will not believe u. 


Factt, 
. 
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| Nen en 4: 22 
Pray, | 0 what happy man may ſo fair a rune all? Tit 
| 158 Jas ra. 
The Bridegroom IU won introduce: to you all; 
nd you Poets, I truſt, will a new ftring employ, E 
With ſingular pleaſure. to echo Sages" * 1 
RuawLe. 23 4 


5 wa 6 


So my fine elegiagy are now out of: 9 1 Fm 
I was mad, to think woman a creature of reaſon, 
And on widowhood's ſlippery virtues to raiſe 

The luminous fabric of-rythmical praiſe ! 
But I'll haſte to be gone from this — fatuiry : * 
Come along, Mrs. Rumble; Tve done with i — 


My Lady may welcome more juvenile com ers. 
1 have no ime to waſte upon conjugal aum, 
Miss Jas. 2 21 71 EX 5 

Mr Rumble ! pray tay, in our joy to partake. ; end 
Mas. RumpLE.:. . 


Stay, my dear Mr. Rumble ! you'll tay for my fake. 
Though the grand and the gloomy i is all your delight, 

I confeſs that ſeſtivity pleaſes my ſght; | 
Pray indulge me for once lit would half break erben 
Without ſeeing the Bridegroom: were we to _ 


UMBLE. 

Curioſity win d your e Eve; 2 dels 

And to gratify yours you ſhall not have lee 321 75 

From a farcical ſcene it is time we ſhould go, 

And who plays the Jack Pudding I want nov to R. 

Mas. RomBLe. . 

My Lady may fill wic; your verſe w peeſe! 
r 

For Politics henceforth I give up the Muſe ; 

Though political paths may have ſome tortuoſity, 

To enter on them I have leſs ſerupuloſity, 

Than to feed your vaio ſex with. poetical = 

And at 8 of their amorous mummery. 


4 


But 
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But I'll have my revenge, and, before my ſpleen cools, 
I will prove all the ſex-flattering poets ate fools— 
Come * Mrs. Rumble your duty's ſubmiſſion, 

benz Exit, bearing off Mrs. Rumble; 

Mis Jasezr, 
Poor woman 11 1 oy her diſmal condition, 
And am griev'd that ſo roughly he makes her return:;— 
But here's one to conſole us for every concern. 
Enter Jaſper. 
| Se an es. 
To you, my good friends, T the Bridegroom ION 
And you _ rejoice in this happy en event. 1 
+ * Carey. 
Dear Jaſper ' 0 Yerwhelavd by this joyous pte, 
I am almoſt afraid to believe my own eye!!! 
Are you really return d? and, in truth, are you martied?. 
Has this excellent plan been fo ſuddenly carried? 
Or, with potent illuſion and artſul pretences, 
Has this fait lirtle ſoicereſs cheated our ſenſes ? 
| - JaSPER. | | 
You nor wad in N as honeſt and true: 
Sbe has render'd me happy, and fo ſhe will you: 
To you, my dear Carey, I give ber for life; 
So enchanting a ſiſter mult prove a ſweet wiſe ; 
And, with pleaſure: add, you'll receive your fair Bride 
With the fortune ew merits completely ſupplied. 
; - Carey. 
Her heart in elf! is an opulent dower-[ 
5 Jas rEzR (to Facil and Trope. "ij 

My worthy old friends! in this fortunate hour 
It increaſes wy Joy to meet you on this ſpot. . - 


. ; 4 9 
>" deb. 


rei F. e.. e e 
I ** 1 your TIE hs; 6b 43%, »4 5 L 
| | Tavern; as bs : 
1 . ant i hatin 'd with your lot! 


3 uten 
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Jas. | 


| And with double delight the good fortune I view, 


Which may prove I retaina warm friendſhip for you + 
Ve a ſcheme for ye both, my dear Facil and Trope, 
That will meet with your hearty concurrence, I hope. 
You muſt yield to iny vviſſi . I will not be denied 
From any vain ſcruples of generous ae. 


v2 1. Dae: 


With hearts ſo enliven'd by ſeeing you belt, 


We ſhall hardly refuſe whatſoc'er you requeſt, 
JAsr ER. 


Have o erelouded the worth of her excellent mind, 
The ſoul of my Lady Sophia is fraug e 
With the true mental treaſures of generous bought. - 
She. perceives, end, diſclaims for the eek of her oye | 
The foibles to which falſe refinement betrays :. 
She now thinks this proud fabric of applied ar ee 
The ridiculous whim of too feeling a heart. 
Sir Simon had many calm virtues, whoſe claim 


| Bat all the dias of rank, ang cf d. 


Fame herſelf is infulted; and Artizabugd,” _- - ++ 
When the plume and the laurel inſaltingly ware 
Oer the honeſt ran eee e ere: . 
Convinc daf this truth. tis my Ladys deſign 1 i 
To alter this dome on a new plan of mine. 

Here with Freedom and Raſe you, an may reſide; ; 
Good apartments for. each I ſhall quickly provide: 

For this dome, whore the Founder ſhail riſe menen 


1s to prove an aſylum fer artiſts not fick, _._ 


Cakzx. 


Jam charm'd with your projeQ, dent lt 


12 
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of real hard caſh, from incumbrances free, 
Which my Lady. herſelf is to guide as truſtee, 
Jo ſupport any ſtructure ſhe chuſes to plan, 
To perpetuate the name of her worthy good man; 
This between you, dear Bards, ſhe is pleas d to o adjuſt: 
And when opulent Honeſty ſinks in the duſt, 
May his heirs ever uſe what he leaves upon earth 
In ſecuring calm comfort to Genius and ! ! 
es Ve | 
We always have faid, and your actions evince, 
You, Jaſper, were born with the ſoul of « prince; 
But our gratitude: how ſhall we utter to you ? 
e 
By returning your thanks where they chiefly are due. 
My Lady's p ure bounty, that ſcorns to be ſtinted, 
Surpaſt in your favour whatever I hinted. — 
To prove that I wed not from motives of pelf, 
I have ſettled her wealth on her generous ſelf ; 
She is rich, and intends to make uſe of her treaſure 
In the purchaſe of noble and permanent pleaſure : 
At the higheſt of intereſt our gold we employ, 
When it brings a return of beneyolent joy.— | 
Thank my ftars ! all my wiſhes are crown'd with ſucceſs, 
Kind Fortune, I juſt now have learn'd by expreſs, 
Outruns, in our favor, the flow ſtep of Law: 
Old Vellum, alarm'd by our hints of a flaw 
In the baſe legal work that Fraud led him to frame, 
The reverſion he ſtole has propos d to diſclaim, 
Upon terms which I now, for tranquillity's fake, 
At my Lady's requeſt, ſhall be willing to take 
But come, my g20d friends, let us haſte to the hall, 
Where the Bride will be bappy to welcome you all. 
CARE T. N 
Well, my friend! I confeſs, in the uk of my life, 
I have oft been prorok d he row new lovely wife; oF 
e 
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_Jaspen.. WOT 

And with double delight the good 4 I view, 
Which may prove 1 retaina warm friendſhip. for. you 3 
ve a ſcheme for ye both, my dear Facil and Trope, 
That will meet with your:hearty concurrence, I hope. 
You muſt yield to. my-wiſh+-l will not be denied 
From any vain ſcruples of generous - 

Bae; 
With hearts ſo enliven's by ſeeing you bel, 
We ſhall hardly refuſe whatſoe er you requeſt, 
| J&ASPTR," |: 
Though 1 few dainty whims, of a ele kind, 
Have o erclouded the worth of her excellent wind. 
The ſoul of Lady Sophia is fraughr — 
With the true mental treaſures of generous FEAR Is 
She. perceives, and, diſclaims for the reſt of on n — 
The foibles to hich falſe refinement 5 
She now thinks this pruud fabric of Iced net. ct 
The ridiculous whim of too feeling a heart. 
Sir Simon had many calm virtues, whoſe claim 
From ungrateful Oblivion ſhalt reſcue his name: 
But all the diſtin tions of rank are conſus d. 
Fame herſelf is inſulted, and Art is abus d, N r 
When the plume and the laurel inſultingly ware 
Oer tie honeſt r 1 pe 
Convinc'diof this truth. tis my Ladys deſign 
To alter this dome on a neu plan of mine. 
Here with Freedom and Raſe you. Sn may reſide; ; 
Good apartmenta for. each I ſhall quickly:provide : | 
For this dome, where the Founder ſhall riſe woke n: 5 


Is to prove an aſylum 3 fich. 
Carey. | 
Iam charmed with your project, dear: hapert 
JA. 2 = 
"> Let bent — 


e the wil there” 3 2 ay of four hundred a year 
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Of real hard caſh, from incumbrances free, 
Which my Lady herſelf is to guide as truſtee, - 
To ſupport any ſtructure ſhe chuſes to plan, 
To perpetuate the name of her worthy good man; 
This between you, 'dear Bards, ſhe is pleas'd to o adjuſt: 
And when opulent Honeſty finks i in the duſt, 
May his heirs ever uſe what he leaves upon earth 
Jn ſecuring calm comfort to Genius and Worth! 
 Facir, | 
We always have ſaid, and your actions evince, 
You, Jaſper, were born with the ſoul of a prince ; 
But our gratitude! how ſhall we utter to you? 
Jas ER. 
By returning your thanks where they chiefly are due. 
My Lady's pure bounty, that ſcorns to be ſtinted, 
Surpaſt in your fayour whatever I hinted. — 
To prove that I wed not from motives of pelf, 
I have ſettled her wealth on her generous ſelf ; 
She is rich, and intends to make uſe of her treaſure 
In the purchaſe of noble and permanent pleaſure : 
At the higheſt of intereſt our gold we employ, 
When it brings a return of beneyolent joy.— | 
Thank my ftars ! all my wiſhes are crown'd with ſucceſs; 
Kind Fortune, I juſt now have learn'd by expreſs, 
Outruns, in our favor, the flow ſtep of Law: 
Old Vellum, alarm'd by our hints of a flaw 
In the baſe legal work that Fraud led him to frame, 
The reverſion he ſtole has propos'd to diſclaim, 
Upon terms which I now, for tranquillity's fake, 
At my Lady's requeſt, ſhall be willing to take. — 
But come, my good friends, let us hafte to the hall, 
Where the Bride will be bappy to welcome: you all. 
"Carty." CAM 
Well, my friend! I confeſs, in the 8 of my life, 
I have off been prorok d be of 12 new lovely wife ; * 
> has 
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6 THE MAUSOLEUM: 
But for this her laſt act her late whims I forgive, 
And ſhall bleſs the kind creature as long as I live. 
You will teach, as you mold ber to life's. ſcgccteſt du, 
All her virtues to ſhine as complete as her beauty; 

And may each childleſs widow, in e 66th late, 
Who has yielded an honeſt old 1 

In a partner like you find the ſureſt relief, 

And to ſenſible joy turn fautaſtical grief! 
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